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PREFACE. 



A FDLL knowledge of the t^ deep mterest felt in this 
country in regard to French literature, more especially 
the works of leading writers, induces the belief that 
the British reading public wotdd fiivourably receive 
a translation of the most important letters of the late 
George Sand. 

Those letters, it is certain, will greatly modify the 
views hitherto held by many people in this country 
respecting the scope of the genius of their author, who, in 
England, is still regarded chiefly as a novelist. They will 
also throw new light upon her moral and religious ideas. 
Farther, they will be found to contain many somewhat 
interesting details, as yet unpublisbed in this country, 
and relating to the chief social, political, and literary 
events — ^European and French, chiefly the latter — 
which occnrred during the period embracing the fall of 
Charles X, the Monarchy of July, the rise of Saint- 
Simonism and the variotis other schools of Socialism : 
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those of Cabet, Blanqui, Proudhon, Leroux, Fourier, 
Lamennais, and others; the flight of Louia Philippe, 
the proclamation of the Second Republic, the insurrec- 
tion of Poland, the expedition to Rome, the Coup cT^t, 
the proclamation of the Empire, the Crimean war, the 
struggle for Italian unity, the war of 1866, the disasters 
of the Franco-Prussian war, the subsequent outbreak of 
the Commune, etc., etc 

The letters, it will be observed, are preceded by a 
biographical sketch, the facts contained in which are 
derived from unquestionably authentic som'ccs. This 
will, it is hoped, enable the reader better to understand 
the various allusions made in the letters to the 
other literary productions of the author and to her 
domestic affairs, A few notes have also been added, 
for the convenience of those who may not have any 
extensive knowledge of the author's works and of the 
events referred to in her letters. 

Nearly all the important works of George Sand 
have been translated into English. Of these, but a few 
novels have appeared in this country. In the United 
States, a far larger proportion of her writings has been 
80 published. This difference of appreciation of the 
author is probably apparent only, and due to the non- 
existence of any copyright convention between France 
and the United States. However, in spite of the heavy 
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Preface. vii 

costs inrolved in translation and the purchase of copy- 
right, her works have secured publication in all the 
principal modem languages. 

The work of translation and revision haa been 
greatly facilitated by the coUaboration of Mr. P. Vamals, 
whose assistance in his literary labours the translator 
has had preTious occasion * to recognise. 



* In reviBing tb« 1£9. and proofs of 7%e Qefmama, translated from 
the Frenoh of Father Didon. 



London, Jmxviry, 181 
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BIOGRAPHICAL SEETOR 



AuAtrmrE Ldcilb Adbosb Dddivant, nee Dopdt, known in 
literature nnder the paendonym of Gkokqb Sahd, was bom 
in Paris on the 5th July, 1804, the year of the coronation of 
the first Napol6on as Emperor (16 Measidor, year zil, the hist 
of the Bepnblio). \ 

Her father, Maorice Dapin de Francaeil, was the son of 
M. Dapin de FrancneQ, a gentleman belonging to a family 
of noble but not exalted rank, and holding the position of 
Beceiver-General for the Duchy of Albret. 

M. Dapin de Franoneil lived at the castle of Ch&teanronz, 
on the banks of the Indre^ where, on the 13th of Jannary, 
1778, a son (Maorice) was borne to him by his second 
wife, Marie Aorore de Saxe, a natnral daughter of Maorice, 
Count of Saxony, Dake of Conrland and Manhal-General of 
France ; the last-named title, prerioosly held only by Tnrenne 
and Yillars, togel^Ler with a vast estate and a yearly pension of 
50,000 Uvreg, being bestowed by Lonis XY. as a mark of his 
gtatitnde to the hero of Fontenoy. 
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'Marie Aurore de Sase had been prerionsly married to the 

r Count of Horn, a natural son oE Louia XV., and Lieutenant- 

Govemor of Sclielestadt, in the province of Alsace, who 

died at a very advanced age only three months after the 

marriage. 

Maurice de Saxe was a natural Bon of Angostoa IT., Elector 
of Saxony by the Conntflss of Konigsmark, considered to be 
one of the greatest beauties of the time, and was related to 
the royal family of France through the marriage of his sister 
to the Dauphin, the father of Louis XTI. 

The foregoing will enable the reader to perceive the 
real, though illegitimate affiliation, which Qeorge Sand her- 
self points out as existing between her family and the 
Bourbons. 

Whilst serving in Italy as an officer in the French army, 
Maurice Dapin de Francueil met with Antoinette Victoria 
Sophie Del&bobde, whose devotion to him daring a long and 
dangerous illness won his affection, and despite the ^t of her 
having previously been the mother of two illegitimate children 
by different fathers, brought about a liaieon, sabsequently 
consecrated by marriage, and which resulted in the birth of 
the subject of the present sketch. 

Contrary to the general rule of French marriages, the 
bridegroom was the younger of the parties, being but twenty- 
six, whilst his bride had reached thirty. 

As George Sand, in her Hiatoire de ma Vie, herself 
observes, her mother was but a poor waif of the Paris streets, 
the daaghter of Antoine Delaborde, a tnaitre-paulmier and 
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maitre-oUelier — ttat ia, a bird-fancier — who carried on bnsiiieBa 
OD tbe Qaai anz Oiseaax, and liad previoDBly kept a Bmall 
dram-sbop and billiard-room, somewbere in Paris. 

Tbe godfatber of Antoinette Delaborde was a bird-fancier 
named Barra, a name tbat migbt still bave been seen on tbe 
Sonlerard da Temple, in 1847, over a sbop crowded witb 
cages of all sizes, wbere, as says George Sand, " migbt always 
be beard tbe jojoos strains of a host of feathered songsters, 
regarded hy me as so many sponsors and mysterious patron- 
saints, between wbom and myself I have always fancied that 
there existed a special affinity." 

Three years after bis marriage witb tbe Conntess of Horn, 
H. Dapin de Francneil died. The gnardianship of Maarice 
Dnpin de Francneil thns derolved npon bis mother, tbe 
conntess, to whom bis liaison witb Antoinette Delaborde 
appeared in tbe light of a great grievance. 

These feelings on the part of his mother prodnced no eEect 
upon Manrice, who, on tbe otb of Jane, 1804, bad actually 
married bis mistress, baring, in tbe absence of consent on tbe 
part of the conntess, provided himself witb a forged certificate 
of parental antborisation. 

The circnmstances attending tbe birth of Maarice Dapin's 
celebrated danghter were somewhat peculiar. M. Dnpin 
himself was in Paris, on leave of absence from service at 
Boulogne, where Napoleon had collected 100,000 men, in view 
of a descent upon tbe shores of this country. At a dancing 
party, where Madame Dupin was taking part in a quadrille, 
enlivened by the strains of ber husband's violin, she was 
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Baddenly oompeDed to withdr&w, being seised with tlie pains 
of childbirth. A few miniites later Anrore Dapin Baw the 

light. ; 

When bat fonr years of age, Anrore lost her father, who 
was killed hj a fall from his horse when retnming home late 
at night from a viait to some friends. At the time of his 
death, M. Maurice Dopin held the rank of captain in the 
caTalry, and was on the point of attaining the object of his 
ambition— appointment as an officer in the imperial bodj- 
gnard. 

Upon the death o£ Aurore's father, Madame Dapin quitted 
Paris for Nohant, near La Ch&tre, at the reqnest of her mother- 
io-law, whose feelings, in regard to what she had formerly 
resented as a mesalliance on the part of her son, had been 
greatly modified by the terrible blow which the sad erent had 
inflicted upon her. 

All the affection hitherto bestowed by the connteas npon 
her son was now centred in her grand-daaghter. 

Until reaching the age of foorteec, Anrore was brought up 
nnder the immediate care of her grandmother, at the cMteau 
at Nohant. Her edncation was in accordance with the prin- 
ciples laid down in the lEmile of Jean Jacques BoasBean, of 
whom the aged conntess, a moat intelligent and accomplished 
woman, was an enthnsiaatic admirer, and who, it may be 
mentioned, had at one time acted as secretary to her second 
husband. 

In the work prenoasly mentioned, Ststoire de ma Vie, our 
heroine, speaking of her early yearsj says : " While I was yet 
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very yoang, my mother commenced the cnltiration of my 
iatellectoal {acuities; my mind was neither particularly 
sluggish nor particalarly actire ; left to itself it might hare 
developed but slowly. I was rather 'backward in talking, bat 
having once begun to speak I learned words very rapidly, 
and, when but foar years old, I conld read fluently. I was 
broDght np with my cooain Clotilde. Oar respective mothers 
tanght ns onr prayers, and I recollect that I osed to repeat 
mine by heart without a mistake, and also without having any 
idea of their meaning, except as regards the following words, 
which we were made to repeat when oar little heads were laid 
upon the same pillow : ' Mon Dieu, je voua donne man cmur ! ' 
(My God, I give my heart to thee t) I do not know why I 
imderstood those words better than the rest, for they are 
highly metaphysical; bat certainly I did nnderstand them, 
and it was the only part of my prayers that conveyed to my 
mind any idea either of God or myself. As for the P<U&r, the 
Credo, and the Ave Maria, all of which I knew very wdl in 
French, with the exception of ' I>(mn6Z''noua notre pain de 
chaque jour' (give ns our daily bread), I might as well have 
repeated them like a parrot, in Latin ; they coold not have 
been more unintelligible to me. 

"We were also tanght La Fontaine's fables, and I knew 
nearly all of them ; bnt they, too, were a closed book to me. 
The learning and repeating of them nsed to tire me so moch, 
that I was fifteen or sixteen years of age before I perceived 
tbeir beauty. 

" It was formerly the coatom to fill ^le minds of childisn 
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with a heap of iatellectaal treasares f&r beyond their power 
of appreciation. I csertainly do not find fanlb at their having 
some little troable imposed upon them. In relieving the 
yonthfnl mind of all SQch laborioaa exercise, as advocated by 
him in his Emile, Eonssean mns the risk of letting the brain 
of his pnpil grow Bo dnll as to become incapable of learning 
that which the master reserraa for a more matore age. It 
is right to accastom children, at as early an age as possible, 
to a moderate bat daily exercise of their mental faculties. 
Bub it is too mach the fashion to prematurely place before 
them matters too sabtle for their comprehension. No litera- 
ture e^ts that is really saitable for little children. All the 
pretty verses written specially for their reading are too 
affected, and abound in terms which form no part of their 
Too&bnlary. Nursery rhymes are abont the only prodnctions 
that really appeal to their childish imagination. 

***** 
"My mother nsed to sing to me a rhyme on Christmas 
Eve; bat as that only occnrred once a year, I do not recolleot 
it. What I have not forgotten is the absolute belief which 
I had in the descent down the chimney of Old Father 
Christmas, a good old man with a snowy beard, who, during 
the night, as the clock strock twelve, was to come and place 
in my little shoe a present which I should find upon awaking. 
Twelve o'clock at night I that mysterious hour unknown to 
children, and which is represented to them as the impossible 
limit to which they can keep awake 1 What incredible 
efforts did I not make to resist my tendency to sleep before 
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tbe appearance of tbe UtUe old manl I felt aoxions yet 
afraid to see luml Bnt I conid never keep awake lon^ 
euoagh, and the following momiag my first anxiety was to 
go and examine my shoe in the fireplace. What emotion 
did I not feel at sight of the white paper parcel I for Father 
Christmas was extremely clean in his ways, and never failed 
to carefully wrap up his offering. I naed to jump out of bed 
and run barefooted to seize my treasure. It was never a 
very magnificent affair, for we were not wealthy I It 
nsed to be a little cake, an orange, or simply a nice rosy 
apple. Bnt, nevertheless, it seemed so preclons to me that I 
scarcely dared to eat it. There, again, imagination played its 
part, for imagination fills a child's whole existence. 

" I do not at all approve of Bonssean'a wish to suppress 
the marvellona onder the pretence that it is mere deception. 
Beasoning and incredulity come quite soon enough and of 
themselves. I quite remember the first year when doubts 
occurred to me aa to the actual existence of Father Christmas. 
I was then five or six years old, and it then seemed to me 
that it must have been my mother who placed the biscuit 
in my shoe. It therefore appeared to me not so fine or 
BO good as before, and I experienced a kind of regret at being 
no longer able to believe in the httle man with the snowy 
beard. My son beUeved in it longer than I had. Boys are 
more simple than girls. Like myself, he nsed to make great 
eSorts to keep awake until midnight. Like me, he failed to do 
80, and, like me, oaed to find in the morning the cake that 
had been miraoolonsly kneaded in the kitchen in Paradise; 
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but, in his case also, the first year in wluch doabts were 
excited was the last of the old man's visit." 

DeBchartres, an ecclesiastic, who, prior to the Berolatioii, 
hod entered the service of M. Dnpin de Francaeil as secretary, 
and had afterwards acted aa tator to his son Maorioe, in- 
etracted Anrore in grammar, her grandmother teaching her 
moaic. Sacred history also formed part of her education, 
which, however, was not associated with instruction in the 
tenets of any religion. As regards aooeptanoe or rejection 
of the miracoloaB, the mind of the pnpil was left entirdy 
fre& 

What may he termed the religions ideas of our heroine 
were thns formed under the somewhat contrary infloences of 
an enlightened and free-thinking grandmother, imbned with 
the principles of Toltaire and Boossean, and of a simple and 
illiterate mother who, thongh in no way bigoted, was yet 
profoundly reUgtona. 

The qnestions of religion and religions practices were 
frequently discnssed by the coantess and Madame Dnpin. 
The latter, when rallied by her mother-in-law upon her non- 
compliance with the requirements of her Chnrch in regard 
specially to oonfesaion, osed to reply: " I have my own religion. 
Of what ia preflcribed I accept and reject as I think proper. 
I cannot bear priests ; most of them ore bat hypocrites, and 
I shall never entrust them wiUi thonghts which they could not 
r%ht]y i^redata. I beUeve that I do no harm, bat if I do it 
is onpremeditated. It may be that I shall nerer rid myself of 
mj defects ; that cannot be helped. But I lore God with a 
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uncere heart ; I Lelieve He is too good to punish as in a fntare 
life. We are pimished enoagh for onr faults in this world. 
Yet I greatl; fear death, becaase I am afraid to appear before 
God, although I have full trost id Him, and feel certain of 
serw having intentionally offended against Him." 

The Countess of Horn held in strong detestation, not only 
those whose religion savonred of bigotry, bat the whole 
system of Catholicism. She called herself a deist, and dis- 
dainfnlly rejected all reUgioas dogmas. Far from being an 
atheist, she believed in that sort of natnral religion which 
was mnch extolled, bat ill defined, by the philosophers of the 
eighteenth oentary. She held Jesas Christ in great venera- 
tion, and admired the gospel as containing excellent philo- 
BOpby; bnt deplored the fact of troth having been, always 
stUTonnded by a fabolation more or less ridicaloas. 

Far more attractive to Anrore than the cold and critical 
sc^ticism of her grandmother, was her mother's simple and 
earnest faith; for Madame Bapia'a reUgion had ia it some- 
thing of the poetical, and that was precisely what saited the 
mind of her daaghter, whose ardent imagination passionately 
thirsted for the marvellons, and would have been well satis- 
fied with belief had not the freqaent cold, matter-of-fact 
appeals made to her reason by the coantess somewhat im- 
peded the development of the faith which her mother sought 
tofoster. 

A similar comparison existed in the child's mind regard- 
ing the different disciplinary styles of her mother and the 
coantess ; the angry reproaches of the former never shocking 
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ber feelings to thd aame extent as Ilbt grandmother's oold and 
dignified rebnke. 

Thanks to the coarse of mstrootion provided for her, 
Anrore, when seven or eight years old, was fairly oonverBuit 
with her native language. This progress was not without its 
diBadvantagsSj for the stndy of grammar was now laid aside 
in favonr of other subjects. Thongh a special feature was 
made of composition, and great attention devoted to the 
f ormatioa of her styloj the attention of the pnpil waa only inci- 
dentally directed to the errors made by her in grammar, 
whilst at the same time her head was crammed with Itfttin, 
Greek, prosody, botany, whose barbarous terms and complex 
laws her memory was nnable to retain, and arithmetic, for 
whidi she always displayed remarkable incapacity. 

This cramming process produced its inevitable resnlts— 
BDperficial knowledge and confused ideas of the nnmeroaa 
BnbJBcts with which the brain was burdened. 

Madame Dnpin viewed with disfavoor the system adopted, 
often remarking : " What is the ase of all that twaddle ! " 

It seems that the same latitude that was allowed to Aorore 
in religions matters was permitted in her coarse of reading, 
for, as we leam from the p^^sal of her Lettres d'un VoyageWt 
her imt^ination was noarished by Madame de Stall's Oorinne, 
the works of Bemardin de Saint-Pierre, the IHad, Millevoye'a 
poems, and Chateacbriond's Atala. 

These works, it might be supposed, would have sufficiently 
taxed the brain of a child, but Aurore had an insatiable 
craTiDg for knowledge. Lavater's s^tem of physiognomy, by 
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no means the kind of work likely to invite a yootMul mind, 
was eagerly devonred by her; Bonsseaa's Oottfeaaioru, his 
NouveUe Heloiae, bis maUe, were all treated in tlie same 
fasliioB. 

The dignified and rather frigid character of the coantess 
inspired her grand-danghter with feelings of afFection tempered 
with respect and almost reaeration, whereas the simple and 
natural ways of Madame Dapin developed a boondleas and 
profoond love, which increased as years went by. 

As is the way with elderly people, the aged lady who, since 

the death of her beloved son, had directed all her powers of 

■■-J affection towards her Anrore, jealoosly watched the progress of 

^\] iter grand-danghter's love for Madame Dupin. It seemed to 

i\\ ' her that she ought to possess the child's undivided love. 

^ These feelings often led to scenes between the countess and 

hec danghter-in-law, and finally so obsessed the old lady that, 

notwithstanding her sound and clear judgment in all other 

respects, she allowed them to so completely master her as to 

become a fixed idea. 

After a scene of anasoal violence, it was decided that 
Madame Dupin should leave Nohant and retire to Paris, there 
to live on the income left to her by her deceased husband. 
Anrore was to remain under the entire and immediate care of 
her grandmother, and to see her motiier only at rare intervals. 
On learning this the child could not repress h^ teajs, her 
grief was intense ; she would not hear of being separated from 
her mother. The latter, having exhausted all the arguments 
iritiiin the comprehension of a child, eventually pointed ont 

I 2 
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the advantages likely to acoroe from stAying with a wealthy 
parent who adored and had no other heir bnt her. She farther 
placed before her daughter's eyes the coatrast between the 
meagre living which the modest income of her mother 
conld provide tor her if persisting in the resolution to follow 
her to Paris, and the rather samptaons life led at the ch&toaa 
of Nohant The child gave way, though in her mind she conld 
not comprehend how a loving daughter could prefer wealth 
and comfort to a more bumble life in the society of the dearest 
object of her affection. 

Aurore'a mother had been gone some time, and the means 
devised by the countess to conquer the whole heart of her 
grand-daughter showing, as yet, no signs of having produced 
the result so eagerly expected, she resorted to a most im- 
prudent device for a lady so generally discreet Having in 
vain appealed to the gratitude of Aarore, she sought to 
destroy in her the candid and spontaneoa» love she felt for her 
mother, by inveighing against Madame Dnpio, and finally 
representing to the child how ignorant her mother was, how 
Tulgar her relations, and how nn&t an association for a young 
girl destined some day to become a wealthy lady, occnpying 
some rank in society. Anrore, who, aa previously remarked, 
h&d never ceased to love her grandmother, thongh less 
intensely than her mother, waa qnito startled. Althongh 
feeling the truth of some of the coaatess' remarks, her ardent 
■onl could not understand her graodpu^nt's thus speaking to 
her about her dear motiier. Henceforth she grew colder 
towards the old lady. She lost all her former taste for study, 
and became mopish and meditative. 

D.:.t,z.cf, Google 
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Ab a last resource, and despite the fact tliab neither her 

own TiewB nor tlioso of Madame Dapin coantenanced a 

religions education, the Countess of Horn decided in 1817 to 

place her grand-danghter in a convent^ there to finish her 

education. Anrore was now nearly fourteen years of age. 

\ left Nobant with her grandmother and went with her to 

jB. After a few days spent in visiting her mother, M. and 

Madame Ben6 de YilleneaTe, her father's cousins, and some 

X o&er relations, it was arranged that she should enter the 

^^afent des Dames Anglaises in the Bae Saint- Victor, one of 

^ most aristocratic hoarding schools of Paris, where, after 

^ first widowhood, the Countess of Horn had retired for 

three years. 

Though she had left Nohant withoat almost any regret, 
she deeply felt the parting from her grandmother. However, 
the change of life and manners, life in common with others, 
and her new snrronndings, so completely secured her attention 
that she soon reconciled herself to her lot, and, giving way to 
her irrepressible love of independence, soon became one of 
the diahles * in her form. She thus continaed for two years, 
scarcely ever leaving her school for a day, the countess 
having thought fit to deprive her of her midsummer holidays, 
ostensibly because of her backwardness, but, in reality, because 
of her wish to cause Aurore to appreciate all the more her 
home at Kohant and the kindness of her grandmother, when 
once more with her. 

Meeting with special kindness on the part of a pious 



* luBobordinate pupils in a school 
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thoagh enlighteQed sister at tlie convent, the old religions 
feelings ot Anrora were snddenly aroosed, and lier apathetic 
indifference all at once gare waj to an almost frantic 
devotion. 

Id 1820, the countess having faDea seriously iU and 
fearing that her end was near, snmmoned her beloved graod- 
danghter, who, now better able to appreciate her dnties 
towards the old lady, nnraed her with sincere and earnest 
derotioD cntil her death, which occnrred shortly afterwards. 

In the anxiety she felt to withhold her grand-daughter 
from what, in her aristocratic prejndice, she considered the 
banefal infinence of herillitemte danghter-in-law, the Conntess 
of Horn had thought fit to insert in her wiU a clause intoided 
to deprive Madams Dnpin of the guardianship of Aurore, 
aa tutor to whom she appointed her nephew, Count Ben£ de 
ViHeneuve, 

On the opening of the wiH, the clanse in question (and 
which waa actually illegal) was cancelled by mutual consent, 
and Madame Dapin undertook, with Descharttes, the trusted 
adviser and friend of the countess, as Gy-httemr (co-guardian), 
the dnties involved by the minority of her daughter. 

Aurore was now almost marriageable, and it was arranged 
that she should retnm to the convent until a suitable oppor- 
tunity offered for her establishment in life. 

Bat a short time elapsed after her return to the Dames 
Anglaises, when, giving way to her religions enthusiasm, she 
informed her mother of her intentioa to take the veil and to 
enter the community in the midst of which she had been living 
for neuly four years. 
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Madame Dapin at oace commanioated with her hnshand'a 
frienda and relstionB and strenaonaly opposed the wish of 
her daagbter. She called her to hor side and compelled her to 
renotmcs the idea. 

Anrore was now sent to some friends in the ooimtry, and 
ho- speedj marriage determined npon. One daj, whilst she 
was partaking of refreshments oat-of-doois, a smart and elegant 
ypmig man approached, and, salnting the friends with her, 
inqnired as to Anrore. " She is mj daaghter," was the reply 
of the lady addressed. " She shall ba my wife than," said 
the yonng officer^ " for yon promised to give me one of yonr 
daughters, and mademoiselle is yonnger than yoor otter 
danghter and more suitable to one of my age." 

The yonng man referred to above was Lientenant Casimir 
Dadennt, whose corps had recently been disbanded. He was 
the natnral son of.M. Dadevant, a colonel in the French army 
nnder Na^l^on Bonaparte, who, in recognition of bis serviceB, 
had created him a baron of the Empire. By his bther, 
Colonel Dndevant was.related to I«w, the celebrated Sooteh 
finawAer ; by his mother he was of Spanish origin. 

Ba^ to retnm to Lientenant Caainur, who was thon bnt 
twenty'seven years of age. He happened to meet again with 
Anrore Bnpin at the honse of mntoal friends, where they 
were both making a short stay. He discovered that he had 
been the object of a practical joke in being nminformed 
nspecting Anrore, as related in a foregoing paragrsfih^ 
learned the real name and parentage ol Mademoiselle 
Dopin, and soon fell in love with her, and with dne respect 
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very frankly disclosed his feelings to her. Aorore felt 
lather pleased when, baviiig declared his lore^ he blontly 
added: "It is noty I am aware, the role for men to pro- 
pose direct to their intended affianced brides; bat I lore 
yon, mademoiselle. I cannot refrain from informing yon 
of my feelings, and, if my appearance does not displease yon 
too mnch, if, in short, yon wonld accept me as a hnsband, 
I will inform Madame Dnpin of my intentions ; if, on the 
contrary, yon reject me, it is, I consider, nseless for me to 
tronble yonr mother." 

The incident having been bronght to the knowledge of 
Madame Dnpin by her daughter, she did her beet to indnce 
Anrore to accept what she considered a suitable offer; it 
having been prerionsly ascertained that Baron Dnderant, 
who had DC other child but Caaimir, wonld leave his fortone 
to him, 

Deschartres having been called upon to render accounts of 
his administration of his ward's estate and fortune, it tran- 
spired that receipts amounting in the aggregate to a sum of 
18,000 francs (about £750), out of a total of about 600,000 
francs (£24,000), the amount of Anrore's fortune, remained 
unaccounted for. Poor Deschartres was dombfounded, and 
could not explain so unexpected a result of his maladminis- 
tration ; Madame Dnpin insisted upon the production of the 
receipts, bat Anrore, snddenly moved by pity towwds her old 
^or, who was now proposing to sell his own petty estate, 

'^'kI in some nnprodnctive part of the Department of 
infort> 

^Bsored the notary that the sum for which receipts 



enter th. 
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were not forthcoming had been previously paid to her by 
Deechartres, and that it was owing to her own negligence 
Uiat he conld not prodace the receipts, she never having given 
him any. Madame Dnpin, seeing that in this her danghter 
was only obeying the dictates of a kind heart, challenged 
her to affirm on oath that what she was then saying 
was the tmth, and threatened to canse Beschartres to be 
arrested as a debtor, he having acknowledged the deficit. 
Mademoiselle Dnpin, however, renewed her declaration, and 
thns saved the friend of her grandmother. 

Everything having been satisfactorily arranged. Made- 
moiselle Anrore Dnpin, then seventeen years of age, became, 
in 1822, the wife of Casimir Dddevamt. 

The yonng couple went to reside on the bride's own estate 
at Kohant. Nothing occurred to disturb the first years of our 
heroine's married life. Matrimony did not certainly appear to 
her in the ideal light she had formed of it ; but her life was 
calm, and her husband's affection, though not so ardent as she 
might have wished, appeared to her to be real. In July, 1823, 
she gave birth to a eon — ^her beloved Maurice. 

From that time her husband seems to have gradually 
neglected her, to satisfy his tastes as a sportsman. An 
excellent shot, s daring horseman, an indefatigable huntsman, 
he often left her at two or three in the morning, to indulge 
in his favourite sport — hunting. 

The yonng wife, delicate in health and ardent in her affeo- 
tion, dee[^y resented the frequent absence of her husband. 
She at first meekly remonstrated with M. Dudevant, who 
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would tbea stay at home for a few days, eoon again to dis- 
appear. Honths and years tbaa elapsed. When not oat 
hanting, M. Daddvant indalged in feasting with hia friends, 
eating enormously and drinking more (Madame Dadevant 
herself tells os so), and almost forsaking his wife for the 
pleasures of the field and the table. 

Madame Dadevant's illusions concerning married life were 
totally dispelled ! Instead of the companion she had dreamed 
of, her hnsband proved a more fit associate for tlie inmates of 
a barrack-room than of his yoang, accomplished, attractive, 
loving, and romantic wife. The health of the latter, which at 
the best of times had never been very good, was now, however, 
rapidly declining. Under medical advice, it was decided that 
M, and Madame Casimir DadevB&t should undertake a joomey 
to some of the watering-places in the Pyrenees, the pare air of 
the mountains being expected to impart new vigoor to the 
seemingly impoverished blood of the wife, who was herself 
anxiously looking forward to the change of scenery and asso- 
ciatioa to modi^ the behaviour of her husband towards her, 
and to re-establish the cordial nndarstanding of the first few 
months of her married life. 

A few months after their departure from the ch&tean at 
Kohant, M. and Madame Dudevant returned from the 
Pyrenees. Only one of the lady's aims had heen secured : 
her health was much improved, bnt her husband was still 
conducting himself in the same inconsiderate and cold-hearted 
fashion towards her. She sought to drown her grief in the 
preoccnpation afforded her hy the education of her sob 
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Maurice, and by ths maternal cares required by ter danghter 
Solange, bom in 1829. 

The mataal relations between the husband and the wife 
were growing worse daily. They at last reached a climax 
when, in hia fits of dnmkenneas, M. Caeimir Dadevant went 
80 far as to ill-treat and strike hia wife, who — as related in two 
letters written by her, on the 3rd and on the 8th December, 
1830, to M. Jnles Boncoiran, the tntor of her son Maarice — 
having discovered a letter written by her hnsband and con- 
taining the most odions impntations npon her, finally made 
np her mind to leave him; a resolntion which she carried 
ioto effect in Jannary, 1831. Her intention waa to reeide one 
half the year at Nohant and the other at Paris, her hnsband 
having engaged to allow her an income of a thonsand ecus a 
year (about £120). In 1832, she took her danghter with her 
to Paris. A year later, her son Maarice was sent to college. 

Accnstomed to Inxnry, Madame Dndevant fonnd it impos- 
sible to live and to gratify her tastes with the income allotted 
to her. Too proud to ask of her hneband, she collected all 
her energy, and thought of taming to account her knowledge 
of English (which she had learned at the convent where she 
was educated, the majority of the nnns there being British 
Bobjects), and tried her hand at translating, bnt withont 
SDccesB. She in tnm songht for occnpation in dressmaking 
and millinery, but could scarcely earn jvoe pence {sic ia 
Histoire de ma Tie) a day, by working sixteen and even 
eighteen hours daily. Having learned drawing and painting, 
with which, when at Nohant, she occupied her leisure hours. 
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she contriTed to find employment in wLich her knowledge 
conld be atilised. A jeweller to whom alie had been intro- 
ducedj and who also dealt in works o£ art and fancy articles, 
proposed to her that she should decorate articles of tabletteria 
which, when finished, he would exhibit for sale in his window. 
The offer was accepted ; but the materials were ezpensiTe, 
and although a small box, decorated with flowers b; Madame 
Dudevant, realised a respectable enm — nearly five poands — 
she thonght she could find an occnpation more profitable and 
better suited to her aptitades. 

A year previous to her rupture with her husband, Madame 
Dnderaut had made, at Nohant, the acquaintance of a young 
man of generons impnlses and noble aspirations, and her soul 
and his had been merged in mutual communion of . ideas. 
That young man, Jules Sandeau, the future Academician and 
author of the dehghtfnl comedy entitled Mademoiselle de la 
Seigliere, was then in Paris studying law. 

HaTing met Madame Dudevant, and she having informed 
him of the precarious state of her budget, he strongly advised 
her to embrace the career of literature. After much persua- 
sion, it was arranged that the two young friends should write 
in collaboration an article* for the Figaro, the director of which 
paper was M. Henri de Latouche, who, like themselves, belonged 
to Berry, and who, displaying the greatest interest in them, 
accepted their article and encouraged them to vmte others, 
which shortly afterwards appeared in the Figaro, and greatly 
puzzled the Paris press. 

^rec 

• La Frima Donna, 
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Some time afterwards the two young friends wrote a novel 
entitled, Hate et Blanche, ou la Comedienne et la Reltgieuse,* 
which they sold for 400 francs to a dealer in old books, to 
whom M. do Latonche had introduced the yonng authors. 

But it was indispensahle that the name of the aathor 
should be appended to the work. Madame Dadevant coold 
not put her name to it for fear of a scandal ; as for Sandean, 
he was afraid of incurring the reproaches of his family, which 
objected to his pnrsning a literary career. 

The name Sandean was curtailed, and Rote et Blanche 
appeared under the signature of Jules Satid. 

Then it was that, as a matter of economy and in order 
the more easily to secnre admission to places from which 
women are generally excluded, Madame Dudevant, acting 
upon the suggestion of Madame Dapin, her mother, who osed 
to resort to such means of disguise when travelling about with 
M. Maarice Dapin, began to wear male attire. 

Shortly before the departure of Madame Duderant for 
Nohant, where she was about to spend three months, it was 
arranged between herself and Sandean that they shonlcl 
each contribute a portion of a norel, whose title was to be 



On her return to Paris onr heroine c^ed upon Sandean, in 
order to submit to him what she had done, and fooud that he 
had not yet written a single line of his allotted share of the work. 

He b^fan to read the work of his collaborator, hot bad not 

* Bolt and Blanche, or the Aetreti and (h« Nun, 
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proceeded beyond a few Hues -when lie gave rent to entha- 
aiastic expressions. 

" Yoa have written a masterpiece ! " 

" So mach the better \ let as go off at once to the 
pnblislier's." 

" Wait a moment ; yoa wrote that work alone— yoa alone 
moBt sign it." 

"Never ! we will continne to sign }vXex Sand." 

" Not at all," replied Sandean ; " I am too honest to rob 
yon of yooT glory. My conscience wonld never fail to reproach 
me with such an action." 

The young man was firm in his decision ; and, in spite of 
the protests of M. de Latouche, declined to alter it. 

At last an idea strack the director of the Figaro. "Yoa 
wrote Sose et Blanche, and gave the name of its anther as 
Jules Sand J Sand is, therefore, yoor common property. 
Madame needs only to select another christian-name. Now, 
madame, to-day is St. George's day. Call yonrself George 
Sand, and the difficnlty is solved I " Madame Badevant 
' assented, and thns asenmed a name upon which her genius 
conferred more imperishable titles of nobility than bad been 
bestowed upon her either by birth or marriage. She will 
henceforth be known to as under the name of George Sand. 

Indiana was sold for 600 franca, and proved a marveUooa 



Shortly after the publication of Indicma, the services of 
George Sand were retained by the Beoue de Pcmt and the 
Bevue dea Deux Mondea. 

Following Indiana came Valentine, LeUa, JacqveB, Andre, 
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Leone Levi, Simon, Ma/uprat, La demiere Aldini, Lavirua, 
MeteUa, and some others, all of which may be considered as 
belonging to her. earliest style. These works, containing as 
fhey did eloquent and powerful attacks upon the inatitn- 
tion of marriage, were denoanced as scandaloas, and their 
author accused of holding anbreFsire ideas. The critics were 
divided, and their division resulted in several duels between 
the adveisaries and the partisans of George Sand. 

In 1834, she made a journey to Italy with Alfred de 
Mnsset, who then acted as her private secretary. 

On her return, and in the period between 1835 to 1837, in 
addition to some of the masterpieces referred to above, she 
wrote The Private Secretary, La Marquise, Les Maitres 
Motaistes, Pauline, etc. She also travelled through Spain 
with Chopin, and in Un Siver a Majorque gave the impressions 
of her journey. 

LeUa was, so to speak, the reflection of the variona emotions, 
anxieties, and deceptions which she had experienced in her 
intercourse with Alfred de Musset, with whom she had visited 
Venice, and who seems to have left a deep and lasting im- 
pression upon her mind. The diverse incidents of that 
journey, varionsly related, are the subject of a certain number 
of Geoi^e Sand's works published in 1834: Le Secretaire 
. intime and Les Lettrea d'tm Voyageur. In 1859, she again 
refers to that, to her, eventful journey, in EUe et Lui. 

The growing reputation of George Sand had gathered 
round her a lai^ host of friends, foremost among whom 
were the leading men of the day, and the various leaders of 
the divers sohools which were contending with one another 
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for the hoaotir of leading the social world ia the path of 
progress. Each of them, so to speakj fonnd in the aathor of 
TvMana a docile disciple, easily impressible with all tdeaa and 
theories, and admirably ^ted to become the popolar exponent 
of hnmanitarian and Socialist doctrines by clothing them with 
the poetic charm of her elegant slr^Ie and imagination. 

Then, for a moment, her talent ceased to be peraoniJ and 
original; she, as it were, only wrote nnder the dictation of 
other people, borrowing her philosophical ideas from Lamen- 
nais, her BepnblicaniEm from Michel de Boni^es, and her 
Socialist tendencies from Pierre Leronx and Jean Beynand. 

Horace, Spiridion, Le ifewTwer ^AngibauU, Le Compagnon 
du Tottr de France, Jeanne, La Comtesie de. ^/udolatadt, L^Orco, 
Le Peche de M. Antoine, Gonauelo, etc., all belong to 1839, the 
writer's second phase. 

Greorge Sand now tamed her attention to the drama. 
Her first efforts were not snccessfni. Cosima, produced in 
1840, before a public long accustomed bo all sorts of scenic 
extrarsgancies, to entangled incidents cnlminating in impos- 
sible denouements, was coolly received. It lacked effoctire 
sitnations and startling incidents; it was, in &ct, too little 
sensational. In 1848, a new play, Le Boi attend, did not meet 
with any greater degree of favour. Bat Francois le Champi, 
OUmdie, Le Presaotr, etc., soon followed, gaining the approba- 
tion of the public, and proving the inexhaustible feonndity of 
the genius which had given life to Indiana, Valentine, LeltOf 
Geat^ues, aU those grand delineations of human natore, to 
Sevue (h exception may perhaps be taken, though they can never 
FollofiQcnre admiration. 
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In 1848, George Sand took an Active part in poUtica, 
sasociating her eSortB witli those of advanced Bepnblicans. 
She wrote two I^itrte au Pewple, the preface to the Sullelvna 
de la BejnihUque, contributed articles to the Bevue Indepsndante, 
and even foonded a newspaper, La Oauae du Peuple, la 1849, 
she wrote in collaboration with Barb^s and Sobrier in the 
Commune de Paris, and oontnboted a preface to the serial, 
Contewa Owonera. 

In 1850, Geoi^e Sand translated into French one of 
Mazzini's chief works, Royalty and Bepuhlicaniam in Italy. 

When that period of popular efferreaceuce had vanished, 
she returned to the writing of dramas and novels, and, once 
more transforming her style, sncceasivel/ published Lea 
Maitrea Bonneara, L'Homme de Neige, Pierre qui Boule, Jean 
de la Boehe, Mademotaelle de la QuinUnte, Le Marquis de Ville- 
men, etc. The two latter, in which the clerical party and 
the nobility were respectively attacked, put the seal to her 
reputation as a playwright. 

Besides the works quoted above, Geoi^e Sand wrote Le 
Xy« du Japtm (1866), a one-act comedy; Malgre tout (1870) 
L'Autre, a foor-act comedy ; Le beau Laurence (1870) 
Francia, un bienfait n'eatjamaie perdu (1872); Nanon (1872) 
Oonlee d'une Qrand'Tnere, Le Chateau de Pietordu (1873) 
Journal dun Voyageur penda/nt le Siege ; Impresaions et 8oit- 
venira (1873) ; Ma Sotur Jeaime (1874) ; La LaiUere et le Pot 
au lait (1875) ; Lee deua Frerea (1875) ; Flamarande (1876) ; 
the sequel to the Oontea d'une Qran^m^e, Le OkSne Parlant, 
La Tour de Pereerhont, Marianne (1876); Demieres Fagea, 

vou I, 
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Legendea Ruatiques, Fanekette, Nouvelles Lettres d'un Voyageur 
(1877). 

Her last prodaction wag ao article on the Dialogues philo- 
sophiquea of M. Renan, and appeared in the Temps of Jane 
6 th, 1876. 

In October, 1835, Greorge Sand having obtained a judicial 
separation from her husband, the latter appealed against the 
decision, which however, in Angost, 1836, was confirmed bj 
the royal court at Bonrgea. 

According to the final judgment, George Sand recovered 
the full possession of her ancestral estate and fortune, upon 
agreeing to pay her husband a yearly income of 3,800 francs, 
in addition to hia own remaining income of 1,200 francs. 
The guardianship of her daughter Solange was confided to 
her; and it was arranged that her son Maurice, who had been 
previously sent to the College Henri lY., a Government 
educational establishment at Paris, should spend one month 
of bis midsummer holidays with his father and the other 
with his mother. 

In May, 1847, George Sand's daughter became the wife 
of M. Cldsinger, a talented French sculptor, from whom she 
eventoaUy separated. 

In 1863, Maurice Dndevant, known to the artistic and 
literary world under his mother's pseudonym of Sand, married 
lina, the daughter of Signer Calamatta, a distinguished 
Italian artist. 

Her constitution being generally weak, the health of George 
Sand was considerably shattered, in 1860, by an attack of 
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typhuB fever. From that time, the UliiBtrioiiB writer became 
subject; to frequent periods of indisposition, the attacks of 
which increased in gravity as she advanced in age. The fear 
of distressing her children and grandchildren, with whom she 
lived at Nohant, indaced her to conceal the worst of her 
snfferings. In order to avoid* very frequent visits from the 
doctor, she contrived to attend personally to herself. Only 
when her Bufferings were too intense or too obvious was a 
practitioner called to the ch&teaa ; in most cases without her 
previous knowledge or against her wish. 

On the Slst of May, 1876, she was obliged to keep her bed. 
In the hope of saving her life, the doctors decided upon per- 
forming an operation, which, however, proved fatal. InSam- 
mation set in, and, owing to the violence of her pains, she at 
last perceived that her end was fast approaching. A few 
hours before death, her snfieringa abated. She died on the 
8th of Jane, 1876, sarroanded by her family and a few devoted 
friends. 

George Sand was buried in the cemetery at Nohant, in the 
&mily vsalt, and in the presence of a vast concourse of the 
population, which had learned to love and respect her, thanks 
to her untiring and unostentatious charity. It is said that 
dming her life she spent about 300,000 francs in acts of 
benevolence 1 

Until the time of her death, George Sand worked inces- 
santly. Whenever her strength failed her, she occupied 
her time in reading or drawing, or in teaching her grand- 
daoghters, and making up dre^es and bonnets for their dolls. 
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.When not so engaged, she would dress the ma/rionettes for her 
son Maarice's private theatre.* 

In Jnne, 1877, M. Gleainger, her Bon-in-law, made a statae 
of her, which was placed in the foyer of the Th^tre Fnui9ais, 
ai Paris. A committee, presided over by Victor Hugo, took 
the iaitiative in opening a national snbscription, for defraying 
the cost of a atatne of the iUoatrious writer to be erected in 
one of the squares of Paris. 

Such are the main facts of the life of that wonderful 
woman who, nnder a man's name, is most deservedly enjoying 
a European and, it may be said, a world-wide reputation and 
whom France justly considers as one of its brightest literary 
glories I 

Thongh in the life of Qeorge Sand there were incidents to 
which exception may be taken. Heaven most be blessed for 
the painful circamstances which placed a pen in her hand, and 
thus evoked a genius which otherwise might have ever remained 
latent. Her faults were the product of the society in which 
she lived, and were amply atoned for by her constant maternal 
devotion and untiring and unaffected love of her fellow- 
creatures. Her mind may have been at times weak and 
erring, but her heart was ever noble and good ! 

A superior writer, a lucid exponent of philosophical and 
political doctrines, a sagacious mind, attentive to the least 
movements of the human soul, her writings possess the 
ampleness, the feeling, and, so to speak, tiie charm of 



* Built on the estate at Nohant for the rehearsal of the plays 
written hj George Sand and her eon Jlfanrioe. 
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Lain&rtiiie's Aonnonfes ; like the poet's verse, she causea as to 
dream, yet with this difference, that the reverie she awakes 
in na has always humanity for its aim, iaatead of tending 
towards the infinite, like the prodnctions of the anther of 
QrazieUa; and the charm of language having vanished, the 
meditation she provokes becomes sooial, instead of being, as 
with the poet, parely religions. 

Early in childhood she was imbued with the great prin- 
ciples of Booseeaa, and ever in after life the philosopher of 
Geneva was her maater of predilection. 

Her productions display irresistible charm. Her style is 
indefinable; it defies analysis. Splendonr and precision seem 
to be its chief merits, apart from the admirable pnrity of 
language which she seems to have possessed at all times and, 
as it were, by intuition. Simple and bold, marvellonsly skilful 
in depicting or enabling us to foresee the most subtle details 
of fact or idea, abondant yet restrained, rich in resources of 
all kinds, and hardly ever allowing any image to mar the idea 
in view, docilely undergoing the moolding of inspiration, never 
losing any of its force or limpidity in its fanciful and multi- 
form mobility, sach is that magical style to which nothing is 
foreign, neither the sublimities of nature, nor the sweet 
eSosion of close intimacy, the spell of love, the fury of 
hatred! 

Above all things, the mind of Greorge Sand was t^t of a 
poet. Bat the versatility of her genioa was not confined to 
romance. Although chiefiy known in this country as a novelist, 
she woB also in torn the powerful exponent of the philo- 



5c by Google 



Biographical Sketch. 



sophical doctrinea which enliBted her STmpathiee, a most 
hrilliaot political writer, and a diatingaished plaTwright. 

Her prodactioQS hare often been denonnoed aa immoral. 
She has long since been cleared from those impat&tions, and 
by the most competent of jndges, so that there is no noedhdre 
for any attempt to vindicate the morality of her works. Her 
novels may, in some instances, distorb and mislead ill- 
balanced minds ; they will neither degrade nor corrapt them. 
When reading them, we experience a kind of painfnl admi- 
ration, and, on laying them aside, we aspire to troth with 
greater energy. 

Victim of a social institution against which she had 
jostifiable caase of complaint, she denounced the defects of 
French laws as regards the marriage tie, and proclaimed 
herself in favonr of divorce when life in common has become 
nnbearable. In her preface to Indiana she says : " Society 
shonld be taken to task for the disabilities it inflicts npon 
some of its members,— destiny for its whims. The writer is 
bnt a mirror which reflects those disabilities and those 
whims, a tracing machine, which, if the tracing be exact, 
the reflection faithfnl, need not apologise for showing facts aa 
they are." 

G«orge Sand's mind w&a jnat and lofty, seeking social 
happiness in the solation of those fine hnmanitarian problems 
which party people obstinately stigmatise as ntopian, in spite 
of the universal cry for the amelioration of the fate of the 
disinherited ones of mankind. 

Some of Qeorga Sand'a playa are not real dramas in the 
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full acceptation of the word. They are more saited to he read 
thaa to be performed. They are novels, almost charades. The 
personages therein Bpeak, argne, discuss j they do not act. 

In Glaudie, Mademoiselle de la QuinUnie, Le Marqv^ de 
VUlamer, and Le Pressoir, however, she displayed snch real 
powers of dramatic writing as to win for herself a place by the 
side of some of the leading French playwrights. 

In her idyllic prodactiona Greorge Sand is tmly great. 
In these she achieved for herself a reputation of her own, 
seldom equalled and never surpassed by other writers. When 
abandoning the dogmatic tone of the philosopher and the 
sectarian, she undertakes the part, trnly suited to her, of 
the graceful narrator and poetess, her impassioned impulses, 
her keen, thrilling^ and powerful accents shake our sonis and 
cause the innermost fibres of our hearts to vibrate. With her 
master, Jean Jacques, she displayed boundless admiration for 
natnre. How pure, how Incid, how free from ffidondancy, 
how soothing and refreshing — like the gay flowers and the 
balmy air of the dales, and the simple folk she depicts ; bow 
simple and unaffected, how true to natnre her descriptions in 
such works as La Petite Fadette, La Mare av, Diable, Pierre 
qui Route, Jean de la Roche, etc., which the art of the narrator, 
the spirit of observation, and some pages fnll of unspeakable 
pathos raise above all contemporary romances, 

Mr. Henri Martin, one of the most eminent historians of 
onr times, says of George Sand : " A woman, bom a great 
writer, and who will remain among the highest literary gloria 
of France, stirred every sool by her pleadings against the 
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present state of society; at the eame time expressiag, in 
pictures of deep reality and marrellons poetry, a Bentiment of 
nature which made of her the heiress and, as it were, the 
daughter of Bonsseao." 

The late M. Saint Marc de GKrardin, the eminent professor 
of literatare at the Sorboone, described George Sand's rural 
DOvelB the Georgics of France, than which no higher praise 
ooald possibly be bestowed. 



RAPHAEL LEIKJS DB BEAUFORT. 



XiOMDOH, Jarmary, 1886. 
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CORRIGENDA. Vol. L 

Page 50, Footnote, The name "Liige" should be "S^." 
„ 69, „ Letter "p" dropped out of "peasant" 

Paget 73, 221, 225, 226, 228, 233, 236, 241, 246, 250, 256, 
257, Address. " Cbatn " alionld be " Chfitre." 
„ 74, 166, 187, 190, 2S8, Name "Francois" should be 
" Fran9ois." 
Page 196, last line of page, between voids " and " and " discuss " 
insert word " to." 
„ 220, Footnote. Delete " Translator." 
„ 263, Footnote should read "this appearance of that constel- 
lation." Delete " Translator." 
„ 356, Heading of Letter. "CurS" should be "Cuni." 
„ 376, the line of quotation commencing " La fonnni qn'esL" 
After word " aim " insert apostrophe thus : " aim' ", show- 
ing elision of letter " e." 
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LETTERS OF GEORGE SAND. 



To Madame Maurice Dupin,* toko was on the point of 
leaving Nohant.^ 

1812. 
How mncli I regret not being able to wiah yoa 
personally good-bye I Ton peroeiTe bow sony I feel at 
leaving yon. Good-bye, tbink of me, and be snre that 
I shall not foi^t yon. 

YouB Dadohtib. 

Please to pot your reply behind old Dapin's portrait4 



To THE Same, Paris. 

IToEAXT, 24^ Febrvary, 1815. 
Yes 1 dear mamma, I embrace, expect and desire yoa, 
and am d3'ing of impatience to see yon here. How anxioos 
yoa are abont me 1 Calm yourself, my dear little mamma, I 

* Uademoiselle Anrore Dnpin vaa than mght yean old. 

t Estate near La Oh&tre (Indre) belonging to Madame Dnpin de 
Fiuncneit, afterwards the property of George Sand. 

X Pastel portrait of U. Dnpin de Francnei), in the drawing-room at 
HohanL 
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am woaderf all; well. X take advaatage of tlie fine Treather. 
I walk abont, ran to and fro, enjoy inTself, eat heartily, sleep 
better and think very nnch about yoa. 

Good-bye, dear mamma; yoa see that there is no need 
to be nneasy. I kias yoa with all my heart. 

Adeoee.* 



To M. Caron,^ Paris. 

NOEAMT, 2l8f Navemhw, 1823. 
I receired yoar parcel, my dear little Caron, and am 
very grateful for yonr kindness. All the errands I entrusted 
yon with have been performed with the greatest punctoality, 
and yoa are as amiable as Father LatreiUe. 

Tea have sent me enongh marsh mallow to cat two 
milUoQ teeth. As I hope my heir J will not have quite so 
many, I made two bottles of syrup, which will cause you to 
lick your moastache if yoa make haste and come to Nohant, 
for my little one does not seem disposed to leave yon mach of 
it. The drug yon sent had the desired effect, for baby has 
now two big teeth. You will fall in love with him : he is as 
handsome as yourself, and as nimble as his father. I could as 
easily catch hold of a frog; it could not leap better. 

Good-bye, dear little daddy. We embrace yon, and 
remain yonr good friends, 

Thb Two CA8nnBs.§ 



* Mademoiselle Anrore Dapis was then eleven fears of age. 

■f Old friend and oorreapondent of the fomily. 

X Ifaorice, her son, then fonr months old. 

§ The name of Frau90ia Casimir Dadevanl;, her husband. 
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To Madahe Mausicb Dupin, Paris, 

I do not IcDov the day oE tbe month, 
all I know is that it ia 
the Second Snnday in Lent.* 

I am delighted to learn that yoa are better, dear little 
mamma, and I hope tliat by this time 70a are quite well again ; 
at least that is the earnest wish of my heart, and, if I could, I 
ahoald like to see you once more fifteen years of age, a thin^ 
which I know wonld give yon and many others great satie- 
f action. 

Yon hare set yourself a heavy task indeed in undertaking 
to wean a big boy like Oscar.t but you are thus rendering 
Caroline % a true mother's service. My baby no longer re- 
quires a nurse; he is weaned. It is perhaps rather soon; bnt 
he prefers soup and wine and water to anything else, and, as 
he does not look for the breast, my milk is going without 
either of as caring about it. 

The dear boy ia superbly fat and fresh ; he has a very 
bright complexion, and looks Tery decided, like his temper. 
He has only six teeth, bnt turns them to good account in eat- 
ing bread, eggs, cake, meat, anything he can lay his hands on. 
He bites like a little puppy the hands which comb his hair, 
the latter a performance seemingly moat disagreeable to him. 
He places his feet quite firmly when trying to walk, but is too 
young yet to be able to run after Oscar : in a year or two 
they will be fighting over their toys. 

« It was th« 17th of March, 1821. 

t Oeoar Cazamajon, George Sand's nephew. 

X Uadame CacamajoD, George Rtind'a eldest sister. 

8 2 
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I liope, dear mamma, that tha desire which yoa express 
to see OS, aod which we qaite share, will sooa he fulfilled. 
We expect to be able, aboat Easter, to introduce Master 
Maarice to his grandpapa, who does not know him yet, 
and is qaite anxious to make his acqaaintance, as yoa 
may well sappose. I want to take him by Borprise. I 
shall not mention anything about it in my letters ; I shall 
send Manrice without VKfm% who he ia. As for as, we 
shall be behind the door to enjoy the mystification. But 
I am wrong to tell yon, for I mean to do the same with 
yon; so do not expect me to inform yon of my coming. 

Good-bye, my dear mamma; give me some news aboat 
yourself. I embrace yoa with all my heart, and so does 
G&simir. As for Maarice, when people express the wish 
to kiss him, he turns his head away and presents his 
back. I hope yon will break him of that bad habit. 



To THE Same. 

'SovAXT, 2Sl\ June, l82Sw 
Yon mnst think me rery lazy, my dear little 
mamma ; and that, no donbt, I am. I am leading anch 
an active life, that I do not feel heart for anything at 
night when returning home; I fall asleep as soon aa I 
Bit down. 

Those, I will admit, are very ansatis^tory reasons; 
bat, since we are all in good health, what news of interest 
can we give yoa of a quiet country place, where we live 
a still quieter life, receiving, as we do, few visitors, and 
giving our time to rural occupations, whose description 
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coald scarcely amnae yoa ? I have heard from Clotilde ; * ia 
her letter she said that yoa were pretty well ; that is why I felt 
secare ahoat yoa, and kept silent, knowing that there was 
no cause for anxiety. 

Had yoa carried oat yonr intention of coming to Nohant, 
we should now, mach to our regretj have to leave yoa. In a 
ireek's time I shall start for the Pyrenees. I have had the 
good fortune to entertain here, for a few days, two charming 
sisters, my intimate friends when we were in the convent; 
they are going to take the same waters as we, in the company 
of their father and of a most cheerful and amiable old gentle- 
man friend. On their way from Gh&teaaroux they could not 
help spending a few days at Nohant, which thus became for 
me a deligbtfal spot;, thanks to the presence of those good 
friends. I accompanied them part of the journey when they 
went away, and only left them with the promise of meeting 
them soon. 

As you see, we are on the eve of starting on a tittle 
jonmey of over foar hundred miles. It is not much for yon 
who go to Spain as easily as one goes to Vincennes; bat it is 
much for Maurice, who will be two years old to-morrow. I hope^ 
however, that he will not mind that, it I am to judge by the 
journey to Nobant, which he appeared to look upon as too 
short. Besides, we shall travel only in the daytime and by 
post. We are, therefore, plunged in the horrors of packing 
np. We shall take with us Fanchon,t &nd Vincent,^ who is 
delighted at the idea of travelling on the box of the carriage. 
As for myself, I shall be most happy at once more seeing the 
Pyrenees, which I scarcely remember, but everybody describes 

* Clotilde Daoh^, nee Marshal, George Sand's cousin, 
t Lady's-maid. X Coachnuui. 
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aa pOBsessed of incomparably fins eceneiy. Do not fail to let 
na hear from yon; for methinks anxiety for those we lore 
increases with distance. Good-hye, my dear mamma. I kisa 
yon tenderly, and wish yon good health, and above alt plenty 
of good cheer, for with yoa, aa with myself, the one scarcely 
exists without the other. Manrice is growing a big child, and 
loTely aa a Capid. Casimir embraces yoa with all his heart. 
As for myself, I am pretty well, except a litUe congh and 
blood-spitting, which, I hope, will disappear when I take the 
waters. 

We shall stay away two months at moat at the watering- 
place ; thence we intend going to NSrac, where we shall spend 
the winter at papa's.* Wo shall be back at Nohant towards 
March or April, and shall expect yoa there with aunt and 
Clotilde. 



To THE Same. 

BAOHiBSS, T&ih Angxut, 1825. 
Mt Diut urrui Maiou, 

I received your kind letter at Canterets, and conld not 
answer it for a thousand reasons, the chief of which was the 
anxiety and trouble caused by a serious illness oE Manrice. 

He is quite well again since we came here a few days 
1^0, and where we have once more met with the sun and 
warmth. He has entirely recovered appetite, sleep, gaiety, 
and plumpness. As soon as he was oat of danger, I took 
advantage of his convalescence to make excursions into the 

* Baron Dadevaat, George Sand's fAther-in-lair, 
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monotains o£ Caatoreta and Saiot-SaaTear, which I had had 
no time to yisit. I therefore hare not had a siagle day to 
inyseK for writiag to anybody ; everybody is angiy with me, 
and 80 am I with myself. But after haring, almost daily, ridden 
for twenty, thirty, thirty-fiTo, and even forty miles on borse- 
hHck, I nsed to be so tired that my sole care was to sleep, and 
then only if Manrice allowed it. The conseqaeace was that I 
snffered mnch with my chest, and bad frightful fits of congh- 
ing; bnt I was not to be daanted by snch trifling ailments, 
and by keeping np violent exercise I have recruited my health, 
and developed an appetite which frightens the most voraciooa 
among my fellow travellers. 

I feel BO enthusiastic over the Pyrenees, that all my life I 
am going to dream and speak only abont mountains, torrents, 
grottoes and precipices. Yon are acquainted with this fine 
country, though not so well as myself, I am sore; for many of 
the wonders which I have seen are hemmed in between some 
inaccessible mountain belts, which neither carriages nor even 
horses conld ever cross. To reach them we had to ascend 
steep peaks, for whole hoars climbing over gravel which gave 
way under ns, and sharp rocks on which we left our boots and 
part o£ onr feet. 

At Cauterets there is a very ingenious way of ascending 
rocks. Two men carry you on a chair fixed to a shaft, and 
leap thus from rock to rock, over bottomless precipices, 
with a nimbleness, security, and promptitude which calm 
all apprehension and cause yon to brave all dangers; bat, 
as they smelt very strong three miles off, and as vary often 
it is bitter cold after one or two o'clock in the day, chiefly 
on the mountain tops, I preferred walking. I leaped like 
them from stone to stone, falling often and bruising my 
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leg% bat tangliiiig nevertlieless at my mishaps and at my 
awkwardness. 

Besides, I am not the only woman who performs feats 
of Talonr. It seems as thongh the very air of the Pyrenees 
inspired the most timorons with aadaoity, for the female 
companions of my ezcnrsion followed snit with me. We 
went to visit the famons fall of Gavamie, the wonder of 
the Pyrenees. It issues from a rock more than 7,000 feeb 
high, cnt as straight as a wall. Near the cascade there 
is a snow bridge, which yon must touch in order to 
convince yourself of ita being the work of Nature; the 
span, wbich is ten or twelve feet high, is qaite perfect, 
and yon almost fancy you see trowel marks in plaster. 

Several among our fellow-tourists (for there are always 
numbers of people in those excursions) went away convinced 
that they had just seen a piece of masonry. To reach 
that wonder and get back again, we bad to ride thirty- 
six miles on horseback along a path three feet wide, bordering 
a precipice which, at certain points, is known as the " Ijadder" 
{Eehelle), and so deep that the bottom cannot be discerned. 
That is not, however, the most dangerous part, for the horses 
are accustomed to it, and pass close to the brink without 
ever missing their foothold. What surprises me still more 
with those mountain horses is their steadiness on rocky 
steps, which only offer smooth and sharp edges to their 
feet. 

Hiue was very agly, as they all are, but I obtained from 
him performances which could only have been expected from 
a goat; always galloping in the most dangerons spots, withoat 
ever shpping or losing his foothold, and leaping from rock 
to rock in the descent. I confess that I did not suppose snoh 
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feats to be feasiblej and I should never hare believed niTself 
placby enoDgh to trust to him before having ascertained his' 
capabilities, 

Yesterdaj we rod© out eighteen miles to see the grottoes 
at Lonrdes. We had to creep on our stomachs in order to 
enter that of the " Wolf." After much exertion and fatigue 
via reached a hole a foot deep, much resembling a badger's 
den ; a rather poor compensation for all our trouble, I will 
admit. I was accompanied b; my husband and a couple of 
young gentlemen whose acquaintance we made at Cantereta, 
and wbom we met again at Bagudres, together with a large 
number of oar amiable and numerous Bordeaux society. 

We. were daring enough to enter the den, and, iu about a 
miuute, we found ourselves in a much more roomy recess, so 
far that we were able to stand up with our hats off, without 
any more serions inconvenience than getting our shoulders 
jammed. 

Having walked a distance of about a hundred and fifty 
feet in that pleasant fashion, each of us holding a light and 
taking off our boots or shoes, so as to avoid slipping on the 
wet and rongh marble, we came to the natural well, which, in 
spite of our torches, we could not see, as the rock here disap- 
pears all at once from under the feet, and the grotto becomes 
80 obscure and so tofty that it is impossible to distinguish 
either the height or the depth. 

Our guides, after much exertion, succeeded in breaking 
off some pieces of rock, which they flung into the darkness ; 
we coald then appreciate the depth of the abyss. The noise of 
the stone striking the rock was like a cannon-shot, and, falling 
back into the water like a thunder-clap, it disturbed it terribly. 
During fully four minutes we heard the immense disturbed 
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sheet of water Btrikiog the rock with f or; and with a frightfol 
noise, which sounded now like the hammering of counterfeit 
coin makers, and now like the hoarse and lond voices of a 
crowd of brigands. That noise, starting from the bowels of 
the earth, and added to the darkness and to the variona 
dismal surroundings of the interior of a cavern, might have 
terrified less daring hearts than ours. 

But at Garamie we had played with the templar's skulls; 
we had crossed the snow bridge, heedless of the warnings of 
onr guides, who shouted to ns that it was coming down. The 
"Wolfs Grotto was therefore only child's play. "We spent an 
hour in it, and came back loaded with fragments of the stones 
which we hurled into the abyss. These stones, which I intend 
showing yon, are all filled with particles of iron and lead, 
which shine like tinsel. 

On leaving the Wolfs Grotto we visited Las Espeluchea. 
Our learned coasin, M. Defos,* will explain to you how that 
patois name is derived from the Latin. 

The entrance to the grottoes is truly admirable. I went 
in front alone, and was delighted to find myself in a magnifi- 
cent hall, supported by enormons masses of rocks, which 
might be taken for pillars of Gothic architecture : the finest 
conntry in the world, the aznre-blne stream, the brightest 
green meadows, a first crescent of thickly wooded mountains, 
and a second, on the horizon, oE a delicate bluish hue blending 
itself with the sky, all that loveliness relieved by the light of 
Bunset, viewed from a monntain top, across shady arcades of 
rocks ; behind me the dark entrance to the grottoes : I was 
filled with admiration. 

I thus visited two or three such peristyles, joined 

* A distant relation of George Sand. 
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together bj porticoes a hmidred times more imposing and 
more majestio than anything man will erer produce. 

My companiona having come np in the meantime, we 
went tbrongh the intricate windings of a narrow and damp 
maze, when we beheld above onr beads a magnifioent hall, 
where onr guide did not seem mnch inclined to take as. We, 
however, insisted. The gentlemen took off their boots and 
clambered rather cleverly ; as for me, I endeavoured to scale 
the rock. 

I oroBBed without diffioolty a slippery marble edge, 
beneath which there was a deep excavation. Snt having now 
to leap over a bole which the obscority rendered still more 
dreadful, slipping all the time, derived of any bold for either 
foot or hands, I felt my heart give way. I was laughing, but 
I must confess that I was quite frightened. My husband tied 
two or three scarves round my body, and held me tbos while 
tiie others palled me by the hands. I do not know what 
became of my legs in the meantime. When I reached the 
top, I ascOTtained that my hands (which are still very sore) 
were not left in theirs, bat I was amply rewarded by the sights 
which I beheld. 

The descent was quite as periloas, and upon onr leaving 
the place the guide told us that, during the many years he had 
accompanied strangers to has Eepeluckea, this was the first 
time a woman had ascended to the higher level We much 
enjoyed oorselves at his expense, by reproaching him with not 
often enough sweeping the apartments over which he was 
appointed to conduct visitors. 

We reached Loordes in an iudeBcribably dirty state, 
and, I and my hnsband having mounted onr horses, we took 
the road to Bsgndres, while oor yonng friends followed that 
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to Bordeanz. For thirty milea we rode through a ponriDg 
nuD, and xetnmed here at teo o'clock at night, drenched 
to the bones and quite famished. We are all the better 
for it to-day. 

We are delighted with the two Arab horses which we 
have bought, and which will be the finest of their species ever 
seen in the Bois de Bonlogne. 

This is an interminable letter, my dear mamma, bat you 
asked me for details, and I obey with the more pleasare 
that I am chatting with yoa. Clotilde also wants me to 
write to her ; but I shall scarcely have time to do so to-day, 
and to-morrow my ezoursiona will begin again. Please to 
kiss her for me; let her read this letter if yon think it will 
amnse her, and tell her that in eight or ten days I shall 
be at my father-in-law's, and hope then to find leisure for 
writing. 

Please to let me hear from yon at his address, via N^rao 
(Lot et Garonne). I am longing for news ; I am far, so very 
far from yon and all mine. Good-bye, my dear mamma. 
Maurice is a lovely darling. In the excnisions I speak of, 
Casimir is resting from those he made without ma at 
Canterets; he was out hunting on the highest mountains, 
and killed eagles, white partridges, and isardB, a kind of 
chamois, whose lemaios he will show yon ; as for me, I am 
bringing yon some rook crystiJ. I shonld have brought yoa 
some harege salt from Bareges itselfj but it is not at all pretty, 
and very cumbersome. 

Good-bye, dear mamma, I kiss yon with all my heart 

When writing to my sister, please to give her a thousand 
kisses for me, and tell her that I am far from forgetting her ; 
that this letter to yon, and one to my brother, are the only 
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two which I found time to write while in the Pyrenees, but 
that as aoon as I reach Qaillery * I shall write to her without 
fail. We contemplate staTing there until January, when we 
shall go to Bordeaux to spend the CarniTal, after which we 
intend in the spring going back to Nohaut, where we shall 
expect you with my aunt. 

To THE Same. 

. NoBUiT, 25{& FSmiary, 1826. 
Mt diab Mavka, 

X am most unlucky I I went to Paris precisely at a 
time of the year when everybody is in town, and my luckless 
star prcTented mj meeting you. 

I called at my aunt's, where I gathered that yoa had 
gone to Charlerillo. I was expecting yon daily, but it was 
only on my return here that a letter from you convinced me 
of your still being in this world. It is rather awkward that 
I should, after two years' absence, go to spend a fortnight in 
Paria without meeting you. But I had been so long withoat 
news from yon that I really thought yon were back home. 
Even Caron, with whom we stayed, was convinced that you 
were still his Qeighboor. At any rate, I have not been luokyj 
and am sow back in Berry, not knowing when I shall 
leave it, or when I shall have the pleasure of kissing 
yon. 

My health, in which yoa have the goodness to feet 
so much concern, is better than the last time I wrote ; the 
proof of it is that I was quite strong enongh to spend four 

* An estate near N^nto, belonging to Baron Daievant. 
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niglits in the coach, on 107 way going and coming, -witltoat 
feeling any the worse for it. Except for my nasty ooagh, 
which prevented my sleeping, I ahonld have felt pretty well. 

A thousand thanks for yonr kind adrice in this respect, 
bnt do not scold me for not having carried it oat very strictly. 
Yon know that I am rather incredaloDs, and a little of a 
doctor myself, not in theory, bnt in practice. I have never 
known any remedy efficacioas in diseases of the chest ; when 
it pleases Nature the disease gets cared, and the credit of 
it is ascribed to ^soulapias, who has had nothing to do with 
it. X know full well that physicians will never admit that. 
How could a doctor confess his incompetency f that would 
not be 'cute. If, like myself, they gave their advice gratia, 
they might be reliable, thoogh perhaps vanity might yet 
prevent their being so. 

At all events, without remedy or doctor, without having 
drowned my stomach with potions which do not reach the 
chest, I have sncceeded in getting rid of my cough; that 
is the most important point. True, I still snffer pains, and 
now both sides of my face are swollen. But if the spring 
comes soon it will put everything right. 

I must tell yon, dear mamma, that had you come here to 
spend the Carnival, you wonid not have found the time weary. 
We are having charming balls, and devote two or three 
nights a week to dancing. Yon may well suppose that does 
not afford me much rest, or amuse me mnch, but there are 
obligations in life which must be obeyed as they come. 
Lately we left a ball at Madame Davemet's* at nine in the 
morning. A fine time to break off I are yon not scandalised 

* Obarlea Dnvemet's mother, friend of Qeorge Sand's family. 
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at sQch dissipation F Of coarse, the jubilee, disturbed by bo 
many fStes, ia not yet OTer, I hope that in two or three 
years' time we shall not hear any more about it. Iq the 
meantime, the priest inveighs every Sonday morning against 
halls, yet every Sunday evening we all dance to oar hearts' 
content. 

When referring to a scolding priest, joa understand that 
I do not mean the one at Saint Ghartier;* on the contrary, 
he is 80 kind and genial that, i£ he were some sixty years 
younger, I conld make him dance if I took the tronble to try. 

He came here one day to celebrate two marriages — that 
of Andr^t with a young woman whom you do not know, 
and who will eater our service at midaammer; and that of 
Fanchon, Andre's sister, and nurse to Manrice, with the lion 
of the village, the handsome excavator, Sylvinot,:^ ^hom, no 
doubt, you have quite forgotten, in spite of his conquests. 
The wedding took place in oar stables, the banquet being 
served in the one while the other was transformed into a ball- 
room. 

You will easily imagine how grand this all was ; three bits 
of candle for illumination, plenty of piqueite^ as refreshments, 
and an orchestra composed of a hnrdy^nrdy and a bagpipe, 
the latter most screechy, and therefore quite to the taste of 
the simple country folk. We had invited several people from 
La Ch&tre, and indulged in a thousand games, such as dis- 
goiaing onrselves at night as peasants, and this so effectually 
that we did not know one another. Madame Duplessis looked 
charming in a red frock; Ursole,!! with a blue blouse and a 

* A village near Kohant, in the Department of the ladre. 

f George Sand's manservant 1 The diminntive of SflvEtin Biand. 

§ Wine of inferior quality. ]| Ursole Josae, Qeorge Sand's maid. 
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large wide-awake hat, looked a very foony sort of fellow ; 
Casimir, dressed up as a beggar, collected coppers, whicli 
were givea to him quite io earnest; Stephane de Qrandsaigne, 
with whom I helieve yon are aoqaaioted, disgnised herself as 
a well-to-do peasant, and, pretending to be tipsy, went to 
elbow and interfere with oar snb-prefeot, a very pleasant 
fellow, who was jnst ahont going away when he recognised 
us alt. 

All this was very grotesqae, and yon woald have enjoyed 
it, lam sure; joa might possibly have been tempted to don 
a haealei* and I take it there wonld have been no dark eyea 
pretty enough to compete with yonrs. 

Do yon contemplate going back to Paris soon, dear 
mamma, and are you still satisfied with your stay at Gharle- 
ville ? Many kisses from me to my sister, as also to dear little 
Oscar, Oasimir sends his teaderest homage ; as for myself, 
I beg you will not forget ns when the spring comes. 

Write, dear mamma, and accept my love. 

To Baroness Dudevant, PompUy, vid Port-Sainte-Maru 
{Lot et Garonne). 

NoHAHT, 30(A ^jwil, 1826. 
We received yonr kind letter, dear madame, and 
have learned with regret the gloomy event f which cast fresh 
sadness on yon, at the same time reviving the grief, already 
so deep^ nnder which yon laboured. 

We feel and appreciate your painful and sad situation, 

* A cap worn by French conntrywomen. 

t The death of Baron Bodevaut, Qoorge Sand's father-in-law. 
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Willi the bitter regret of not being able to sUeviate it, since 
nothing conlii atone for what yoa have lost, and no consolation, 
I feel, coald reach yonr broken heart. It is in yonr own self, 
in that moral strength which yoa posaess, or rather in the 
depth of your misfortune itself, that yoa will find the meSDB 
di bearing up with it. If I have rightly nnderstood yoar 
griefj no distraction, no expression of condolence, is powertol 
enoQgh to oaoae yoa to forget it, even for a moment ; proofs 
of sympathy yoa receive with meekness and kindnesai bat 
they cannot bring yon any real relief. 

Tonr sad thonghtfl alone enable yoa to enjoy what is 
indeed a sad pleasure too. The more yon fathom them the 
less bitter they most appear. Years are only sweet recollec- 
tions. Yonr constant care had always been to sarroand 
his existence with what was sweet and pleasant 1 His happi- 
ness — that inexpressible happiness of so perfect a union — had 
been the aim of yoar whole life. Ah I I believe that, when, 
there remain regrets without remorse, grief has its charm for 
a Bonl like yonrs. 

Oar jonmey has been frnitfal in events ; none, however;, 
very serioas. We came b^ck throngh the Marche Moantain8„ 
in order to enjoy their pictaresque and interesting scenery. 
That pleasure involved a thoasand dangers. The horses we 
rode, being either half dead or extremely restive, were often 
on the point of throwing ns off or of falling down some very- 
steep inclines or winding roads bordering on deep ravines ;: 
bat our star protected as, and we escaped with the fright. 
We all arrived in good health. 

Since then Maurice has suffered from a violent cold^ 
complicated with inflammation of the eyes. A solution of 
gum arabio for his cough, and infusioDB of mallow for 

VOL. L 
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hiB eyes, afforded him great relief. He is now quite well 
again. 

I tbADk yon, dear and Idad madam^ for tlie interest yon 
are good enongli to take in my health. It is now fairly good, 
although I Btill snffer from rheumatism, as also from an 
ol^tinate pain in my head, o£ which I cannot rid myself. 
And yet I do not oommit any impradence, and, having no 
occaeion for ranning abont as at GniUeiy, I am here oom- 
pnlsorily quiet; hnt, my oooapations being more important, 
I Buoceed in forgetting my troables and in managing my 
affaire like a person enjoying unimpaired health. Yon are, 
dear madame, oar chief thought ; please to acquaint ns with 
the state of year precious health. 

My brother stayed with us a few days. He has gone back 
to Paris, where repairs to his house require his supervision. I 
prevailed upon him to allow hia wife and daughter, whom the 
coontry air will Bait better, to remain with ns. 

Good-bye, dear madame j pray write to na often, a few 
lines at a time, lest it eboold occasion you the least fatigue, 
but on no account leave as ignorant of how yon are getting 
on. Gasimir and myself embrace you tenderly. 

AtlBOBB D. 

Please to remember me to Idnd Lamaude;* I almost 
dare to consider myeelf as one of his. colleagues. I have taken 
np medicine, or, to speak more modesUy, apothecary's work. 
M. Delaveau,t whom he knows, is my professor. It is he who 
prescribes and examines, I who prepare the drags, apply the 

* Drnggiat ftt Barbeste (Lot et Garonne). 

^pharlea Delaveau, phjaioian at La Chillre, afCerwarda Member of 
■f" ^'lent (D^pnti) from 1846 to 1876. 
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leeches, etc., etc. We have already effected some very 
fortanate cotob. Smith,* with his jnlep, could be very nsefal 
to me here. 

Manrice has not forgotten G-nillery. He always speaks 
of it, he knows the name of eyeryhody there, and often talks 
about big ToUyr.^ He has met here with something to make 
ap for the absence of his favourite hen, which he also' 
remembers, so hs says. 



To Madame Maurice Dupin, Paris. 

NoHAiTT, 13(1 July, 1826. 

Mt DU.B MaXUA, 

Yoar amiable letter came to hand some time ago, 
since when I hare seen M. BuTemet, who informed me that 
he spent the day with yoo and friend Pierret.^ He talked a 
great deal about you. Yon are aware of his being one of 
your most faithful and devoted admirers. He told me that 
yoo would come but for the fear of seeing us start off all of a 
sadden, and finding yon had made a useless journey. That 
would be quite a groundless fear, for we hare not the 
slightest intention of trarelliug for a long time to come; yet, 
were it not so, the pleasure of possessieg you io our midst 
would overcome any desire we might have of going away. 

When I say we, I speak of myself and child ; for my 
husband has not made the vow of remaining in seclusion. He 
is at Bordeaux for the present, in counection with some un- 

* Baroness DndevBat'a servant + Term of endearment for Victor. 

X Pierret, a friend of the familj. 
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aroidable bnsinese, tbe p&jrment for a boose wbicb lie sold last 
wiDter, and vbich fell dne on tlie lOtb iast. I think be will 
come back via N^rao,' and spend a few days with Madame 
Dndevant. I am not qnite certain when be will he here. He 
lad the intention of personallj saperintending bis harreet. If 
he Btill so intends he will have to make haste, for the com is 
ripe, and I am going to give orders to have it cut. 

After resting a little from his jonrnej, he will ho com- 
pelled to nndertake one to Paris respecting the inrestmenb of 
his foDda. He will then plead oar case viva voce before yon, 
and perhaps prevail npon joa to come back here with him I 

Yon mnst have seen Hippolyte* often. He will have 
told yon that he left me hie little girl, of whom I take care, 
and who ia in splendid health. We have bad some brilliant 
festivities : first of all the tdte>dsy of Maurice's patron saint, 
on which occasion I gave a treat to about a hundred peasants. 
Dancing, popping of guns, the joyous pealing of bells, the 
strains of the bagpipes, and the songs of the revellers, mingled 
with the whining of sulky dogs, celebrated with much noise 
the anniversary of our yoang gentleman, who looked qnite 
pleased. 

We then bad the visit of Mademoiselle George f &t La 
Chfttre. She gave two performances, which attracted all the 
district and turned the whole town and its environs upside 
down. I might mention many previous entertainments ; but 
Hippolyte, no doubt, told yon about our wild boar bant ; as 
also bow Nobant is daily becoming more hrilliant. We should 
be moat happy if that conld induce yoa to come. 



• Hippolyts Chatiron, O«orge Sand's brother, 
t A celebrated octreBs and beanty. 
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Good-bye, my dear muDma; I seod yoa tender love, and 
beg yoQ will give as news aboat yoarself. ExoiiBe my baviag 
delayed so long Trriting. In my husband's absence I am bo 
bnsy, being obliged to fill his place, that whea evening comes 
I have not the disposition for writing, and go to bed awfally 
tired, 

Yoa mast know that I am studying medioine, not for 
myself, for I little care about it, bnt for my tenants' sake. I 
have effected some very happy cnrea ; but the profession also 
has its drawbacks. 

O. S. 



To THE Same. 

KoKin, 9%h OOohor, 1826. 
Mt dub littlb Maxha, 

Excuse my having so long delayed thanking yon for 
all the trouble yon have taken on my account. I have been 
80 bnsy and disturbed, and yoa are so kind and indulgent, 
that I hope to be forgiren. 

You have pat yourself to much inconvenience respecting 
my costume and Manrioe'a. What yoa send ns is lovely, and 
provokes general admiration thronghout the place. As for the 
parure of dull gold, I attribute the pretty gift to Casimir, and 
the good taste displayed in its selection to yourself. Casimir 
prevented me from thanking you for it nntit now, always 
alleging that he preferred doing so himself. Bat he is so 
bnsy with his vintage that I take apon myself to express his 
gratitude to yon. It is a feeling which may natorally be 
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Bh&red by qb both. Please to accept and believe it to be quits 



Ton told us that yon were snSering from, a cold. I fear 
that the bitter weather which is setting in will not contribnte 
to its cnre. It affects me a great deal, and I begin the winter 
with pains and rbeamatism. Bnt, in order to avoid being as 
severely treated as last year, I wrap myself np in flannel, 
woollen under-shirts, and stockings. Sqoalidness apart, I look 
like a capuchin friar beneath his hair cloth. I begin to ap- 
preciate the advantages of this new regime, and scarcely feel 
the cold which used to freeze my very bones and make me 
quite despondent. 

Take great care of yourself, my dear mamma. In turn, 
I am going to give yon a lecture. 

Thank God I Maurice displays all the appearances of 
robust health. He is tall, plump, and fresh as an apple. Ho 
is very good-hearted, very petulant, rather self-willed, though 
a little spoiled, easily forgetting bis little troubles, and quite 
free from vindictiveness. I believe that his disposition will be 
feeling and affectionate, but that his tastes will be fickle. 
His naturally happy insouciance will, I thiuk, cause him 
readily to accept accomplished facts. These are, as far as I 
can judge, his qualities and his defects, and I will endeavour 
to foster the former and to tone down the latter. As for 
Lfiontine,* yon will seo her. She was charming with me. I 
knew how to take her, I was much grieved to part from her, 
and am very anxions about her journey. I feel that I miss her, 
and am afraid that she ^ay not be as comfortable as with me. 

Good-bye, my dear mamma. It is a fact, then, that 

* Daughter of Eippolyte Chatiron and niece of Qeorge Sand, 
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Clotilde is in an interesting condition f I am delighted to bear 
it. Caroline does not write. Is Oscar getting stronger,. and in 
better health 7 I kiss yon most lovingly. Let ns know how 
yon are, and tmst to yoor ohildren. 

ACBOBR. 



To M. Caron, Paris. 

KoHjUtt, I9th November, 1826. 
Mt DBAS Gabon, 

I very sincerely share year grief, the bitterness o£ 
which I fully appreciate. I know that yon hare been the model 
of a datifal and loring son, and that tears were never more 
genuine than yours. I shall not offer you the vain and 
commonplace consolations generally larished in similar cases. 
If you feel as I do, those sterile efforts could only increase and 
embitter your grief. Convinced that your intelligence tells 
yon better thfm I could, all the ressons why we should submit 
to the immutable decrees of fate, I will confine myself to 
weeping with you with all the effusion of a heart sincerely 
devoted to you, and which will ever share yoor pleasnres and 
your troubles. You are wrong in adding those sad but 
imaginary reflections to your, alaa I too legitimate regrets. 
Yon say that the loss of yonr mother leaves you alone and 
forsaken in the world. No doubt, nothing can ever fill the 
place of a good mother ; but you BtUl possess some really true 
friends. You are worthy of them, and you know, I hope, that 
yon possess some very sincere ones in Casimir and his wife. I 
regret not to be with you to dispel those black thoughts from 
your mind, and prove to yon that there vx9 still hearts that 
' fed an interest in you. 
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To Madame Maurice Dupin, at Madame Casamajods, 
•CharlevUle {Ardenjus). 

23r<{ December, 1826. 
Mt DIIK MaHIU, 

Yon left me a Iod^ timo withoat news from yon, and 
I myself waited rather long also before thanking yoa for your 
kind letter. Bat I have been, and am still, so poorly that I hare 
Boarcely strengtli eDODgk to write. The month of December 
is dealing hard with my health, and I suffer ezhaasting pains 
in my chest. I have lost both appetite and sleep. I cannot 
relish anything but pare water, and, as yon may well fancy, 
that is not calcnlateil to make one very stout. At night 
I saSer beyond beariog : my bed-covers feel like a hundred- 
weight on me^ and I am redaced to watch the stars in- 
stead of sleeping. All that is very tiresome, but I will not 
lose patience. It will all pass away in time. For the last 
three years winter has been very tryiug to me, but with 
spring my health has returned. I am anxiously looking 
forward to that mild season. 

You were qnite right to leave Paris, where people kill 
and rob one another, sad where there is less security than in 
the midst of the Black Forest. Caroline ought to be delighted 
with your society, and not regret Paris. Oscar mast interest 
and oheer yon up. I am very impatient to see him again ; he 
must be getting quite strong and well advanced in his studies. 
Maurice is as handsome as a cherub. Madame Duplessis* 



* The wife of U. Duplessis, ex^mlonel of Chaaaenra-lrcheval, Erieod 
of Colonel Uaiirice Dnpiu, of George Sand, and of her hther-in-lav, 
Colonel Baron Dadevant. 
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is delighted with him. He also eays lots of fine things in 
the most siDgnlar "bSricho-gaacon" patoia erer apokea. 
YoQ will also loTO him apart &om relationship, for his 
temper is traly charming. 

The poor risoonnt mnst feel wearied to death hj jour 
absence, Yoa quitted him rather crnell;, it appears. That is 
jost like 70a ; but do people ever get used to harsh treat- 
meat ? You pretend that when with yoa he is always dozing. 
I am Bare he is absorbed in meditation, or gives way 
to a melancholy which may possibly be mistaken for slamber ; 
liat I feel convinced that, in yonr crael mood, yon denonnoe 
sighing as snoring. 

Allow me to kias yon, dear mamma, and to wish yon 
all kinds of prosperity, and, above all, good health. Good- 
bye, het OS hear oftener from yoo, and give my love to 
my sister. My love also to Cazamajoa.* Casimir IdBses 
your hands. 

G. Sahd. 

To M. HiPPOLYTE Chatiron, Paris. 

NoHUT, MareK, 1827. 

I feel qnite grieved by what yoa tell me of St, ; 

he will take care neither of his health nor of his interests, 
and spares neither his body nor his parse. The worst o£ 
it is, that good advice caoses him to lose his temper, to 
tannt his tme friends with playing the part of doctors, 
and to receive them in snch a manner that they mnst 
keep their months closed, I knew all this long before 

* George Sand's brother-in-kw. 
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yon told me^ and had previoasly experienced many rebuffs 
at his hands. 

I never took any notice of it, becanse I know what sort 
of temper he has, and that, as I hare given him my friendship 
while being aware of his faults, I do not, now that he follows 
his inclinatioas, see any clear motive for withholding it from 
him. Tonr discovery mnst have damped your feeUngs, that I 
conceive. Your matnal friendship was yet bat a scarcely 
solid scqoaintance^ expecting everything from the f ntnre, and 
nnsnpported by anything in the past. No donbt that ia your 
case, and finding out that harshness of temper in some one 
whom I had jndged different, I should, like yonrself, have 
quite modified my views of the individoal. 

As for me, I wish I conld cease to care for him, for it is 
for me a constant subject of trouble to see him always in the 
wrong path, and blindly refusing to perceive it. But we 
must love our friends to the bitter end, whatever they may do, 
and I cannot withdraw my affection when I have once given it. 
I foresee that, though possessed of all the means of success, 

St. will never do any good for himself: That has long 

since been a foregone conclosion with me. The family he 
belongs to ia much disliked in the district, and, I am sorry to 

say, there is mnob to justify that feeling. St has many 

of the faults of his brothers, and that is all people know about 
him ; for his qualities, which are real and noble, those of a 
mind of a superior stamp, are not of a nature to strike the 
eyes of indifferent people, and to be appreciated otherwise 
than by being tested. 

People will always find fault with me for being so fond 
of him; and, although they dare not express it openly, I often 
detect blame in the faces o£ those who compel me to nnder- 
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take his defence. From him I shall therefore derive nothing 
likely to flatter my vanity ; it may, perhaps, on the contrary, 
have mnch to safEer from his condition. In examining too 
closely the nnfavoarable sides of his character, I shonld fear 
that I might cool down towards him, not for that very motive, 
bnt in reality to give way to all those oonsiderationa of self- 
respect and selfishness which lead ns to judge all from onr 
own stand-point, whereas we ought to pat them under our 
feet. 

However unfortunate he may become, St. will ever. 

be dear to me. Unfortunate he is already, and the more he 
becomes so the less the interest he will inspire ; anch is the 
mle of society. I, at least, will allay his misfortunes so far as 
lies in my power. He will find me ready to hold out a helping 
hand to him when all others have turned their backs upon 
him, and, should he fall as low as the eldest of his brothers, I 
shall still love him out of compassion, after haring ceased to 
love him from esteem. That is only a supposition, in order to 
show yon what sort of friendship mine is, for it is not natural 
to suspect any real wrong in those whom we love, and I am 
iax from preparing myself to suffer the mortification of seeing 
bim fall one step lower. But be will always be needy. Sad 
forebodings warn me that his efEorts to improve his circum- 
stances will only plunge him more deeply into poverty. That 
will be a great fault in everybody's eyee, except mine. 

On that point you are exactly of one mind with me, 
since yon urge me not to withhold my affection from him. 
Ton need not be uneasy about it. As for yourself, you are 
not ao mnch shocked at his follies as at his blindness, which 
causes him to prefer false friends to true ones. I do not 
blame yon for that impression. I merely request yon to 
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temper it with your oatnnd feelingB of kindness and indaU 
gence, and which will enable yoa to continne yonr good offices 
towarda him, whether he shonld welcome them or not. 
Should he not acknowledge them, it will be from want of 
judgment, not from any want of heart. 

Were I a man, having formed the determination to be of 
Berrice to him, I should guarantee bia future. But, being a 
woman, what I could obtain from him is almoat reduced to 
nil, becaose of the difference of sex, of poaition, and becauae 
of a thooBand other obatacles which thwart my good inteo- 
tione. Cruel fetters these, which my affection cursea, but which 
it nevertheless respects, since it is only given to love, however 
weak and inferior it may be compared with the other feeling, 
to break them. 



To Madame Maurice Dupm, Paris. 

meurr, hOv Jtdy, 1827. 

Why do you not write to mey dear mamma F Are yon 
nnwell f If anch were the esse I should probably know it, 
for Hippolyte or Glotilde woald have mentioned it. At any 
rate, since the 24th of March laat^ I have not heard a word 
from you t 

Ton are quite forgetting me, and will cause me to regret 
not residing in Paris, if the absent are so little remembered 
W you. I am not demonstrative, bat yonr silence grieves me 
hurts me more than I can tell. 

*" Caroline still with you F It would at least be a 

' me to know that you are happy and contented. 

'^^*'^ ' 1 ascribe to no untoward cause that absence of 
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letters, and aliODld alone enfFer from it. Bat wliat thonghts 
are not likely to arise from that snspensef excepting an 
illnese, of which I aboold be sure to learn by some one, I 
can imagine all. Yoa mast hare some cause of grief, yet 
what grief could justify yoar thus leaving me in each anxiety f 
Hippolyte informs me that the Defos family ia about to starfc 
for Clermont ; * will yon not feel tempted to accompany 
them T Yon long ago contemplated going there ; why nofc 
adze the opportunity? Tou might stop here on yonr way 
back, or else we might see yon iu Anrei^e, where we are 
going to spend a few weeks, and bring yoa back with as to 
Nohaut. If such is the surprise yoa hare in store for me, 
I shall not complain of yonr having too long delayed its 
realisation. 

Since I last wrote I have been in pretty good health ; 
but have met with several accidents, in which I was within a 
faair's-breadtb of losing my life. I should thns have died 
withoat A keepsake from yon, and that would not have been 
one of my least regrets upon qaittiug this world. 

I will not write at greater length to-day. I should 
scold yoa, and that would be rather ridioulona. I intended 
long since reproaching yoa with yoar laziness, but have always 
pat o£E doing so with the hope that a letter would come; 
none, however, has arrived. 

Good-bye, my dear mamma; excuse my being a little 
out of temper with you, and pray let me see that yon re- 
member the danghter whom yoa possess in Berry, and who 
loves yoa more than yoa think. 

• Clennont'Pcrrand (Fay-de-DAme). 
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NOHAKT, nth Jidy. 1827. 

Mt dkab Maihu, 

Tbaok joa for having written. I was beginning to 
feel aneasy, not about your health, which I know to be 
animpaired, bat about yoar forgetfolness. Thank God, 70a 
are well, and can only complain of disappointments, although 
that alone is too mach. 

Ton are truly unfortanat© in your choice of serrants ; 
yet, thongh yon never met with a good one, that is not a 
reason to proclaim that snch is not to be found, nor are yea 
to conclude that yoa must resolve to wait on yonrself. Yon 
will perhaps soon get tired of living with strangers, andj being 
often indisposed, it is not prudent for yon to be alone at night. 
For that reason, and, apart from the fear yon experience at 
night, and which is by itself a regnlar disease, likely to do 
yoa much harm, you ought not thus to isolate yourself from 
all help and care. Perhaps yoa select your servants too young, 
therefore subject to the faults of their age — flirtation and 
tbongbtlessnesB. Methinks I shoold prefer a woman o£ riper 
years, although with such there is often the disadvantage of 
Borlineas and idle talk. 

Do yon remember Marie Quillard, that ugly>1ooking, 
good old woman, who, after having been long in service here, 
married an old man with only one eye ? After about twenty 
years of married life she buried her husband and obtained a 
situation for her danghter, who is rather good-looking, and 
** •>, h^ng once more become single^ she re-entered our 
detect .. \g|jQ jg Qjjgg more minding the poultry and cows 
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(whiob are not exactly those she tued to take care of twenty 
years ago). 

She is the oddest creatnre in the world. Aotire^ hard-' 
working, sorDpalonsly clean and trnatworthy, bat the worst 
grambling old sonl yoa ooold imagine. She gmmblea all day, 
and I believe also at night in her sleep. She gmmbles while 
making the batter, while feeding the hens, and even when 
eating. She gmmbles at other people, and when alone 
gmmbles st herself. I never meet her without inqniring 
how the gnimbling is getting on, and she gmmbles idl the 
more. She would wear ont yonr patience, and so she wonld 
mine if her service brought her oftener in contact with me. 
Therefore, I do not propose that yon shoold take her ; her 
face alone wonld make yon ilL At least, she is not any worse- 
looking than she nsed to be in her yonth ; hers are features 
which never alter, nnfortnnately for her. 

Speaking abont faces, I send yon a profile which I drew 
from imagination ; a r^nlar daab. It is well that I should 
tell yon it is Caroline whom I intended to represent. I am 
the only one who sees a likeness in it; that is rather nn- 
fcortnnate for the artist's talent I 

Nevertheless, I send it as it is, trusting that, as you are 
more inclined towards indulgence than the rest, yon will, by 
dint of imagination, sacceed in discovering in it at least the 
general cast of the face, and the sweet and candid expression 
of the physit^omy. At all events, yon are clever enough to 
tonoh it up. I leave it to yon. I also drew my own portrait, 
but with more care and attention, for, having the model 
before my eyes, it has been not so much a work of imagt- 
nation as of observation. Yet I did not succeed any more 
with it than with Caroline's. I even look so sad and senti- 
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mental oq it^ that I laugh in its face at seeing how pitiable it 
makes me appear, and dare not send it yon. It reminds me 
of the following lines : 

D'oii Tient oe noir ohagrin qa'on lit aw son vingQ P 
C'est de se voir si mal grav j. 

(Whence cornea the bitter aorrow Tiaible on his face P 
From Boeiog himaeU ao poorlj engraTed.) 

Eippolyte most have told yon, my dear mamma, of 
my having written to Madame Defos to apologise for the 
absence of mind which prevented my acknowledging her 
when meeting her last, and to express the desire of seeing 
her at Clermont, if , as is my intention, I shonld go there nezfc 
month. 

You are probably referring to Mont-Dore when you tell 
me that I am only twelve miles from her ; whereas from here, 
by the mail road, the distance is nearly a hundred and fifty. 
That great distance leads me to fear that M. Defos may 
not carry out his reeolntion of coming to see us, nnleas 
some other business or the desire of travelling shonld induce 
him to pass through Nohant on his way to Farisj though 
that is a much less direct road, and badly ofi for hotel 
accommodation. Should he come in spite of those obstacles, 
I shall be delighted, and shall welcome him as well as I 
can. I dare not again insist ou your undertaking the journey, 
though it wonld do you much good. You would no longer 
be frightened at night, or nndergo the inconTenience oE 
7<^mg at a boarding-house, 
^^'"^ood-bye, my dear mamma; I write this letter in 

^- Earner of lightning and with thunder roaring over- 
ioh does not ore'-'"'-- Uanrice and Casimir from 
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sDoriag almost as load as the ttmnder itself. I am going 
to trj to follow their example, and if we three together 
do not drown the noise of the storm, it will have to be 
really terrific. Write a little more freqaently. 

Take care of year health, and do not neglect any 
precaution. I emhrace yoa fondly. 

AUBOBX, 



To M. Caron, Paris. 

MoHAiii, 22itd JTonamter, 1827. 
It has long been my intention to write to yoa, dear 
and kind friend, bat my bad health, which is getting 
■worae daily^ prevents my doing anything nsefal, or even 
applying myself to the kind of occupation which is most 
agreeable to me, that is, chatting with people whom I 
love. Instead, I have been worried, for the last week, by 
being obliged to stand on ceremony with people absorbed 
in politics and electioneering (two things of which I under- 
stand very little indeed, bat which we mast pretend to 
understand for fear of being looked upon as impolite), and 
before whom we must appear to take a prodigious interest 
in the success of things of which we hear for the first 
time. Casimir looked like the head of a party all the time, 
and, thanks to his exertions, thoroughly Liberal deputies 
have been elected in all the neighbonring oonstitnencies. 
I am delighted at it, though a great deal more at seeing 
that unthankful task over, and anxious and fererish looks no 
longer upon every face. 

Casimir told me, my dear Caron, that yon had been ill. 
Tou 1. » 
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Let hb hear from you. Toa seem to be forgetting all 
about us, and that is not rigbt, for in us you possess real 
and devoted friends. 

All fears on your part of out Laving cooled down 
towards yoa are perfectly groundless : tbe bad state of my 
health and tbe elections have alone been the cause of my 
long Bilence. Casimir informed me of yonr having had 
troubles. Whatever may have been their cause, rest assured 
that I share them at heart, and that your misfortunes will 
never leave me indifFereut. 

Here come our friends Dnteil and the handsome 
doctor,* who request me to remind you of their friendship 
and compel me to aay good-bye. But, before closing this 
letter, we unite in a body to beg yon to come here to rest 
yonrself from all yonr worry, and drown your trouble in 
a stream of oblivion composed of champagne, a fresh 
spring of which Casimir has discovered in his cellar. 

I think I shall be obliged to go to Paris for a week, 
in order to take advice reepecting my health. It would 
be very kind of you to bring me back here, and to spend 
part of the winter with us. You may be quite sure that 
I shall bring Pauline away with me. 

Good-bye, my dear Latreille-t I hope that you will 
faronrably receive my proposal, and send you my love. 

AOBOBB. 

* Chnrlea Delaveau. f A niokname oE IL Carou. 



5c by Google 



Letters of George Sand, 



To Madame Maurice Dupin, Paris. 

NoHAMT, 7lh April, 1828. 
Mt dbab Mauha, 

Toa are treating me with much severity, just as I liad 
written to yon, and Bcaroely expected yon to be cross with 
me. Yon attribate to me motives of indifference oE which 
yon certainly do not believe me gnilty, I flaUer myaelf 
that while scolding me yoa rather exaggerated my faults, 
bat that in yonr heart yoo do ms more justice; for had 
yoa deemed me insensible to such grave reproaches, yon 
would not have made them. 

I trust that, on learning that my illness was the sole 
motive for my long silence, yon quite forgave me. Tell me so 
without delay ; I feel qnite ill-treated by your scolding, and, 
to recover my health, I must ha sure that you do not withhold 
yoar kindness from me. 

I have learned through the Mar6chal family" some news 
which profoundly distressed me. I am ill through grief and 
anxiety. I have, however, just received a letter from Hippolyte^ 
informing me that Clotilde is much better. But her daughter 
is dead I Poor Clotilde, how unfortunate she is [ she, so kind 
and loving 1 she did not deserve such cruel sorrows. She is 
still unaware of the loss of her child; but she must, sooner or 
later, learn it, and how bitter that fresh trouble will be to her 1 
I am sure that my poor aunt is heart-broken. Everything 
here below is grief and misery. 

Ton inform me that Carolina is ill. Whatever can be the 
matter with her 7 I hope it is not serious, since you mention 

* Qeorge Sand's uncle and saut. 

S 3 
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it so briefly. Please let me hear abont it at greater length, 
my dear mamma, and also give me mora details concemiag 
yonr own dear self. I -wonder whether it is to punish me that 
you give me snch bad news, without adding a word to palliate. 
That wonld indeed he an excess of severi^. 

Manrice is in wonderfal health. He is becoming daily 
better-looking and more loTeable. 

Yet I ought not to boast of my happiness, when I think 
of that poor Clotilde, whose fate in that respect is so different 
from mina Comfort and pleasures are nothing to a mother's 
heart as compared with her children. Were I to lose 
Maurice, nothing on earth could bring me any consolation in 
the seclusion in which I live. He is so necessary to my 
existence, that in bis absence everything seems wearisome 
to me. 

Do not leave me any longer with the grief of knowing 
yon to be dissatisfied with me. Write, dear mamma j my 
heart is very sad, and a word from you would relieve it from 
a great weight. 

Casimir kisses yon tenderly. 

AUBOBI. 



To M. Caron, Paris. 

NoHim, 16(A April, 1828. 
Yonr letter, my dear Caron, has jost come to hand. 
It affords me so much pleasure that I will answer it at once. 
You are a thousand times kind in making up your mind to 
come and visit 03. Casimir and myself are so delighted at the 
good news that we dance about for joy. By the same mail I 
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reneir my invitation to Madame Saint Agnac,* whom I ahall 
welcome witli tlie greatest pleasure, as I told Iier scores of 
times, and which I hope she does not doubt. 

I do not know how many daa^M&rs she will bring with 
her. One, I know, is at school ; bat were she to bring them 
all, my house is large enough for their acoommodaHon, an3 
there are chickens enough in my farm to provide for the wants 
of a whole regiment. 

I hare a request to make you ; it is, iu case Madame 
Saint Agnan should intend taking her maid with her, to dis- 
suade her from doing so, as though the suggestion came from 
yourself, and to tell her that she will not require one here, 
since mine has nobbing to do, and will therefore be entirely at 
her disposal. I should not like her to suspect my repugnance 
in that respect, as she might perhaps think it ungracious on 
my part. She would be quite mistaken, for I shall be de- 
lighted to receive her and her family. You also know that it 
is not for fear of having one more boarder, since there is often 
more food consumed in my house than I am myself aware of. 
The only reason of my recommendation ia that I fear the 
presence of strange servants, because my Berry folk are 
simple and good peasants, quite ignorant of all the tricks of 
Paris people. 

Last year Madame Angel's maid quite upset my house 
with her complaints and talk. Some of my people gave me 
notice to quit with the intention of going to Paris, where 
that girl pretended to find situations for them ; others wanted 
double wages, etc. I mention these trifles, becaose one word 
from you to Madame Saint Agnan might save me any ench nn- 
pleasantness. If, however, abe sboold insist, do not say any 

* A friend ofiGeorgo Sand'a famil/. 
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more about it, and consider tliat I hare not spoken. Ton 
easily gaesa that so small a oonsideration can never diminieh 
the pleasure I stall h&Te in seeing ber. 

Good-bye^ my good friend, come aa eooa as yoa can. 
Yonr room is waiting for yon j Pauline's bed sball be beside 
yours, or, if yoa prefer, close to Maurice's, in my own room. 
We are impatiently expecting you; I kiss yon witb all my 
heart. 

Toor daoghter, 

Attbobi. 

Oar La Cb&tre friends will be delighted with the news of 
yonr coming. 



To Madame Maurice Dupin, Paris. 

Noha:<t, ilk August, 1828. 
Mt dus Makua, 

It is quite tme that I have been a long time witbont 
writing, but I never ceased inqniring after you from Hippolyte. 
He will also tell you, that three times in succession I asked 
bim for your address witbont his sending it. I looked into 
your previous letters without being able to find the address 
that you gave ma I only learned it in his last letter, which 
reached me aboat the same time as yonr own. I felt quite 
annoyed, I assure yon, not to know where you were. I am 
now delighted to hear of your being again settled in Paris, in 
the society of yonr child* and in the enjoyment of good 
health. Pray kiss the dear boy on my behalf, and keep 

* Oscar Cazamajon, Uadame Dapiu'a graDdson. 
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him as long as 70a can, as I am very anxious to see 
him. 

By-the-bye, I cannot tell wlien I shall have the pleasure 
of kissing you. I think that I shall stay here dnring my 
confinement, where I shall spend the first months following 
my recovery more comfortably and economically as regards 
my diet. If business permits, I intend spendtng part of the 
winter with you. The general state of my health is pretty 
good, although for the last few weeks I have been sufEering 
mnchfrom the stomach. To avoid this trouble I am obliged 
to eat but very sparingly. That entails great privation, 
as I feel ravenously hnngrj, a feeling which I cannot satisfy 
without incurring the penalty of several days' suffering and 
absolute fasting, 

I am not strong, and the least ride in the carriage tires 
me extremely. But for all that I am pretty well. I am so 
big that everybody thinks that I most be mistaken in my 
calcnlations, and that I shall be confiined very shortly ; I 
nevertheless do not think that it will be before two months. 

Casimir begs me to say that he is qnite dissatisfied with 
M. Puget's want of exactitude towards you, and cannot refer 
yoa to M. Lambert, who no longer practises as a solicitor, and 
has given up his Paris residence. From next quarter he will 
entrust the management oE your affairs to a person thoroughly 
tmstworthy and exact. I saw L6ontine for a short time. She 
was pretty well ; I am going to fetch her to-morrow for a few 
days. 

Good-bye, my dear mamma ; rest from your fatigue, that I 
may also receive you. That will never be too soon to satisfy 
my impatience. Much tender love from Casimir, Maurice, 
and myself. 
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Dear papa is qaite busy witli his barrest. He has 
adopted a new threshiDg process for corn, which performs in 
three weeks the work of five or six mooths. Bat he is 
working heart and soul. Clad in a blouse, he is up at day- 
break, rake in hand. 

The labourers are obliged to follow his example, but they 
do Dot complain, as the wine of the district is served oat to 
them most unsparingly. As for ns women, we sit all day long 
on the sheares of corn with which the yard ia filled. We read, 
we work a good deal, and scarcely think about goiog out. We 
have also plenty of music. 

Good-bye, dear mamma, commend me to the friendship of 
the viscount. Maurice ia as thin as a spindle-shank, bnt 
straight and spirited like a man. People think him very 
handsome; he has quite a proud look. 



To M. Caron, Paris. 

KoHANT, 20th Janwary, I82d. 

It ia very true that I am lazy, my worthy old friend. Too 
know that I am quite capable of roasting my feet rather than 
move them, and of bespattering a letter with blots rather 
than take the trouble to sharpen my quill. Every one has 
bis own ways. Yon are yourself not free from laziness when 
you like, though never when requested to render a service ; 
I have had a thousand opportunitiea of ascertaining tbat^ 
and am rather ashamed to trespass ao often on yoar extreme 
kiudness. 

In a previous letter, which most have miscarried, JI 

nested yoa to forward me : 
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The Memoiree de Barharoux, those of Madame Roland, and 
Victor Sugo's Poems. 

I hare two volumes of Paul Louis Courier, entitled 
MemoireSf Correspondance, et Opuscules Inedita. A third 
Tolame mn&t have appeared containing fragments concerning 
Xenophon, L'Ane de Luciits, Daphnis et Chloe, etc., etc. 
Besides, I should like to get his best works, containing 
political pamphlets and literary opuscules, clandestinely printed 
at Brnssels, in octavo size. It will perhaps be difficult to procure 
the last-named. With the aid of Ajaason, Hippolyte will no 
donbt help you to ferret it out. When going to the bookseller 
please to take this letter with you, in order not to make the 
mistake of purchasing what I already possess. 

Please not to confuse the Memoires de Sarbaroux, the 
Girondist, concerning the revolution, with a fresh publication 
recently written and brought out by his son, C. 0. Barbarowe, 
and appended to a biographical essay on the members of the 
Chamber of Peers [Chambre des Pairs). Before reading the 
history oE those now living, I shall wait until they die, and, if 
I should die first, I shall do without it. 

Do not infer from this that I disdain the productions of 
my contemporaries j I only mean to say that posterity will 
jndge men more impartially than we can. I should also like to 
have something from Benjamin Constant, and, above all, 
from Boyer-Collard. But what ! am I ignorant of their pub- 
licatioQB f Please to help me, and send me what works yon 
think moat remarkable and within the grasp of an idiot like 
myself. 

Is that enough F I pity you sincerely, old fellow, if yon 
have. many women like me to attend to. 

As a diversion to bxmneas orders, for my letters are nothing 
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else, I Bubjoin the lamentable narration of an event which 
recently took place at La Ch&tre. You are aware that there 
are seven or eight circles which do not mix together, yoa also 
know that P6rigny* and myself, who pose as philosophers, 
invite everybody. 

As for myself, I shall have no reception this year; hnt he 
has began his soirees. The first went ofF pretty well, except 
that the most fashionable among his lady gaests were quite 
overcome with surprise in seeing themselves amalgamated, as 
it were, with what they call the canaille, although that 
canaille is quite as good as they are, and often better. The 
admission of the professor of music and of his wife, a very 
nice lady, roused quite a storm of indignation, and the rumour 
went abroad that M, de Pdrigny's civilities towards the said 
musician were prompted by the desire of saving a five-franc 
fee for the soJr^. 

Taking advantage of that incident, yet wishing to avoid 
bringing on the scene the innocent musician and his guileless 
better-half, we, that is to say friend Duteil and myself 
(anthers of that anworthy eong), held np our own personalities 
to the shafts of satire, by running ourselves down (at the first 
soir^, we both kept the orchestra); thanks to that clever 
ruse, we removed the suspicion which would have attached to 
OS had we divulged our poetical genius, for wo are going in 
for it. When in Pans, I dare say Duteil sang to you a few 
complainlesf of oor own composition; what do yoa think of 
then^ ? we are so very witty that we almost feel ashamsd of 
it. We showed the above-mentioned song to M. and Madame 
de P^rigny, who laughed heartily at it, and authorised us to 

* 8nb-Pr£fet of La Cb&tre. 

t Popular topical songs ; in this instance, satirical. 
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circulate it clandestinely Qiider the couditioo that their 
knowledge of it ehoold be kept secret. 

Just fancy the face people will make, and yourself too, 
when, with pitiful looks, they are told that an impertinent 
libel, douhU-edged weapon, and which speaks of ns in very 
disparaging terms, is being cironlated throngh the town. Do 
you foresee the air of philosophical generosity with which we 
shall express our contempt for such an outrage F I was almost 
forgetting to tell yon that nobody went to the second Boir^ 
bnt that music-master, Casimir, and myself; of course, the 
song makes mention of that desertion ; but you must know 
that I had the honour of being one of the three gnests 
who cnt such a pitiful appearance at the end of the last 
verse. We are waiting for to-morrow in order to see whether 
the cabal is still carried on. I want to satisfy myself in that 
respect, and intend to go and see. Now yon are acquainted 
with all the gossip. 

I shall write to Felice as soon as I can. lu the meantime, 
please to give her my love, tell her I do not care abont 
learning millinery, and that it is aufScieDt for me to know 
that she is well and does not forget me. At all events, I 
shall tell her that myself in a few days. To-morrow, I shall see 
a]l year sweethearta and deliver your messages. 

Good evening, old fellow; farewell, sleep fifteen oat of 
sixteen hours, and always love your daughter. 

AUBOBK, 

Casimir begs to be affectionately remembered, and Maurice 
sends many kisses to Pauline. By-tbe-bye, I have a whole 
service of Terneuil* china for her; bat how am I to send it F 

* Pottory dbtriot near Nohant. 
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The cost of carriage wonld be greater thaa the thiog ia 
worth ; tell me what yoQ think aboat it. 



To Madame Maurice Dvpin, Paris. 

KoHAHT, Wi JforeA, 1829. 
Mt dear Makha, 

I long ago inteaded Trriting to 70a, and thank goodaess 
Lent has come at last and aSorda me time to do it. The^ 
Derer led in Paris a more active and more dissipated life 
than we here during the Camiral : rides on horseback^ visits, 
soir^s, dinners, every day was taken np, and wo lived a great 
deal less at Nohant than at La Cb&tre in riding to and fro. 

At last we have resumed a less exciting life, and in 
order that my seclusion may be as pleasant to me as the 
pleasures which I have had, I must begin by inquiring how 
yon are, and assure yon that I wish you were here. Your 
health would benefit by the change, and I feel convinced that 
yon would enjoy yourself. A little drive in the carriage, 
and the society of cheerful and amiable persons like those 
who compose oar intimate circle, would quite suit you, for yon 
are, like myself, averse to restraint and the formalities of 
society. The fireside has also its charms. Hippolyte cbeors 
it up by his easy and even temper, always kindly disposed 
and satisfied. We laugh, sing, and dance like mad people, 
and for many winters I have not felt so well as I do now. 
The credit all belongs to Hippolyte. 

Have yon still your little companion Oscar 7 Hippolyte 
tells me he is very nice, but rather delicate in health. 
Maurice is growing much, but is not very robust now. It 
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ia, BO they eaj, the age when temperament develops itself, 
not without eome effort and fatigae. He is haodaome as 
an angel, and very good. His sister is a mass of flesh, 
white and pintc, on which neither month, nor eyea, nor 
nose is yet discernible. She is a snperb child; but before 
having any hopes of her really being a girl, we mnst wait 
antil the face grows into shape. For the present she 
p03sesse<i two, the one as round and plump as the other! 
. . . She still has a good nurse, with whom she seema 
quite satisfied. 

Next month you will see my hoaband, who will go back 
with Hippolyte to sell his horse. Oa his return we shall 
go to Bordeaux for a month, which we shall then leave 
to spend a month at NIrac, at my mother-in-law's, coming 
back here again about July. If yon should then mean 
to keep your promise, and should also induce Caroline 
to come with you, we shall spend at home all the time 
you may feel inclined to give me; for I shall have no other 
engagement for this year, and without engagements I should 
never leave Nohant, where I am rooted. We will take every 
care of you, and yoo will grow so young again that you 
will go back to Paris quite fresh-looking, and still very 
dangerous for many hearts there, 

Good-bye, my dear mamma. Casimir, Hippolyte, both 
my children, and myself embrace you tenderly. You will 
have to mind yourself in the midst of the struggle, and 
consider yourself lucky if you are not smothered by the efforts 
of each to secure a due share of kisses. 

When replyiag will yon be good enough to advise me as 
to the style which I should adopt for a most beautiful fovXard. 
dress just sent me from Calcutta, &nd which I intend making 

Diflitizec by Google 



46 Letters of George Sand. 

np, provided that yon tell me wliat tUe present fashion is 
and how the sleeves should be cut. I beliere that they 
are now vrom quite straight and as wide on the wrist aa 
on the shoulder. Bnt enlighten me, for I am much behind in 
that respect. 

ACBOBE. 



To M. DuTF.lL,* Barrister-at'Law, La Chdtre. 

BoRDXAUX, IWft Uaij, 1829. 

Alas I my esteemed friend, how cruel, how fearful, 
how dreadful, and to say even more, how horing, i6 is to 
quit one's native place and find oneself, within so short 
a time, transported three hundred and fifty miles away from 
one's home I If that be severe grief to all respectable 
hearts, it is specially so to a Berrichon heart, so much so 
that I narrowly escaped being drowned in a torrent of tears 
shed by Pierre,t Thomas.J Collette,§ Pataad,|| Marie 
Gaillard,^ and Brave; ** a torrent to which I myself added 
another and abundant one. Did I say a torrent ? Why, it 
must have been a whole ocean I 

Having kissed those priceless servants, each and all in 
turn, I made a dart at my carriage with the help of three 
persons, and arrived at Cb&teanronz without any untoward 

* Alexis Fonradier Dateil, barrister at Iia Cb&bre, ofterwarda Presi- 
dent of the Court of Appeal at Boargea, a position to which he waa 
appointed sabeequeutly to hie having held that of Procurator- General 
to the same Court. 

f Pierre Moroau, gardener. X Tboroas Aucante, conherd. 

§ George Sand's mare, || Watch-dog at NohanL 

^ The 000k. ** Dog from the PTreneea. 
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incidect. There we were rather smgnlarly amaaed by the 
piqnant and jocose coarersation oE M. Didion, who, for 
the fifty-seventh time, gave as the account of his wife's illness 
and death, without omitting a single particnlar. 

When at Loohes, yon perhaps fancy, my friend, I amused 
myself with the thought that those blackened turrets among 
which my cook was dying of the apleen, had once been 
the residence of a King of France and of his Court; or 
that I applied to the inhabitants for information respecting 
Agnes Sorel F . . . My mind was differently occupied. J 
was thinking with composure, with emotion, of the passage 
through this town of the respectable philanthropist, M, Blaise 
Dnplomb,* who was overtaken by rascally gens d'annes who tied 
him to the tails 0/ tkeir horses aitd . . . But you know the 
rest ! It is too painful to dwell again npon such deplorable 
incidents. 

Anyhow, my worthy friend, the present is to tell yon that 
after five days of a tiring and dangerous voyage across 
burning deserts and among tribes of cannibals, after a sail 
of five minutes' duration on the Dordogne, during which we 
incurred more perils and bore more miseries than La Perouse 
throughout his career, we landed safely at Bordeaox, which is 
almost as fine as one of the suburbs of La Ch&tre, and where 
I am quite comfortably settled. I nevertheless miss yon, my 
dear friend, as also your snuff-box and the two white lilacs 
which grow in front of my windows at home, and for which I 
would gire all the edifices being built here. 

. . . Good-bye, my honourable comrade. Let us always 
lend the help of our intelligence, and of that immense 

* Landed proprietor at Ia Ch&tre. 
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Eoperiority which Heavea grocioasly granted to ns (that is, to 
yon and me), to the caase of common sense, nature, jostice, 
not forgetting morality, the free cnlture of tobacco, and the 
rigime of eqnality. 

Bemember me to Agasta.* As for yon, brother, I give 
yon the accolade of friendship, and beg yoa not to forget me. 

Alas I away from the Fatherland, the sky is of brass, 
potatoes are nnderdone, and coffee overroasted ! I 

The streets here are the stony separation ; the river, the 
watery separation; the men and women the separation of 
flesh and bone. Yide Victor Hugo. 

Adbobx. 



To M. Caron, Paris. 

BosDEAri, 4lA Jwne, 1829. 

Amiable, estimable, respectable, and venerable octo- 
genarian, it is in order to obtain information respecting yoar 
precarious and precious health that the present epistle is 
addressed to yoa by your obedient and dutiful daughter. 
How do yon treat, or rather how are yoa treated by the goat, 
catarrhs, expectorations, colds in the head; in a word, the 
innumerable train of erils which have assailed yon for nearly 
the whole forty-five years I have had the pleasure of knowing 
yon ? Heaven grant that yoa may preserve the little hair left 
yoa, as also the two or three teeth you still possess, as you 
will retain, auto death, the sympathy and devotion of all 
those around yoa I 

* Madame Dnteil. 
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It is aUo to tell yoa that we are in Bordeaux, a large and 
well-built city, and BOrely regret that you were nnable to 
carry oat the project which you had formed of coming to 
enjoy yourself with Da. Ah, good father! nntold and nn- 
Bpeakable woald hare been the care, the affection, and, aboro 
all, the bottles of Bordeaux with which we should have sur- 
rounded your old age. Our love and good eating wonld hare 
restored to yoa that freshness of youth which, though in vain, 
you now so much regret. We should have fed you on raw 
artichokes, and thus procured you beneficial sweatings, and & 
refreshing sleep would hare lulled yoa until one o'clock ia the 
afternoon. Bat, alas I where are you F 

Yon must bear ia mind, my dear friend, that here we trol 
about like hares, and that we idle about like . . . like yon. 
We go to the theatre, to the caf4, to the country, on the 
river; we visit the collections, the churches, the vaults, the 
dead, the living. There seems to be no end to it. We are 
going to the seaside in a couple of days. We are about to 
trast our august persons and precious lives to the whimsical 
waters, to the impetuoas winds, and to the risky knowledge of 
a skilled pilot. Pray for us, holy man, austere and seraphic 
elder I If we should perish in the attempt I promise to come 
and pull your toes. Ton shall see roy pale ghost, wearing 
wreaths of green algee and emitting a strong smell of the sea, 
hovering around your bed and screeching like a EOagult 
during your sleep. Then, pious cenobite, recite your beads 
and sprinkle holy water about you. 

If, however, as I hope, a less poetical fate should see m& 
back safe at the " H6tel de France," • I shall, a few days after- 
w^lrl^^^, start for Gnillery, where pray send your reply, and that 

* At Bordeaux. 
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of ni7 little Felice, to wbom yoa will be good enoagh to 
remit, tn propria manu, the enclosed letter. 

We have here M. Desgranges,* whom, I believe, yon 
know; and also the Advocate-General,t who requests me to 
say a thoasand affectionate and kiod things on his behalf. 

Besides which we are sarroonded by a dozen not very 
entertaining relations, in addition to two or three most amiable 
friends, wbo are constantly with as. Time flies too quickly in 
the midst of these distractions, which have done much good iu 
cheering me up. 

I shall, nevertheless, have soon to resnme my quiet life at 
Nohant. That thoagbt does not disturb me much. Like 
yourself, dear papa, I possess a degree of nonchalance and 
apathy which enables me to embrace without effort a sedentary 
and, as Stephane says, anwnal life. 

But what are your occupations at present f Are you not a 
little sick of business, and will yon not be able to dispose of a 
few days for yourself 7 Ton are aware that you formally and 
solemnly bound yourself to come and rest with ns as soon 
as the occasion should offer. I sincerely wish that that occasion 
might occur without further delay, and, in the meantime, I 
have the honour of being, virtucua paterfamilias, your 
dangbter and friend, 

AUBOBX. 

Casimir sends his love, and requests yon to occapy your- 
self with his business matters — I do not know which. 

* A Bordeaox shipowner. t M. AnrfHen do Lige. 
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To Madame Maurice Dupin, Paris. 

BoEDEicx, Wih Juna, 1829. 
Can 70a tell me, ray dear little mother, what yon know 
abont that Btory of a wreck which so struck me in my child- 
hood, and which happened, aa far as I can recollect, near the 
place where I am now ? I can still picture to myself the 
fright you were in. I recollect ray father leaping into the 
water to save his sword, after faariDg pnt qs in a place of 
safety. I still hear the sailors cnrsing, and see the water 
mshing into oar boat. 

Tell me all about ity that I may understand what happened 
to me, and boast of having passed through a famous danger. 
That will he all the more necessary to my glory, inasmuch as 
in the expedition through which I hare just been I hare not 
had the satisfaction of eacountering the least storm. 

Having been everywhere, you must know the Tower of 
Cordonan, standing alone on a rock in the middle of the sea, 
facing the coast of Saintonge. Goscony people pretend that 
it IB a difficult and perilous voyage ; yet, see how vexing, the 
only time that we went there the winds were favourable, the 
water calm, and the pilots excellent I In fine, our humiliation 
was complete; none of us were sick, and we returned as au- 
shaken, as cheerful (I can scarcely say aa fresb-looking, for we 
were as black as Kaffirs and as red as Caribbeans), in short, as 
active and free from fatigue as though we had been for a walk 
on the Boulevard de Gand. 

So easy a success makes me mightily anxioas to go round 
the world on board a ship, and to take a trip to China as 
readily aa one takes a pinch of snnff. Do not, however, take 

E 3 
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undae alarm at this scheme, and do not beliere that yoa are 
some day or other going to receive a letter from me dated 
from PekiD. For the present I shall endeavour to be satisBed 
with the fekina* who surronnd me, and in a month at most I 
shall again see Nohant, which also possesses its Chinese and its 
grotesqae characters. 

Bippolyte informs me that ;oa almost intend coming to 
Nohant this sammer. Please God that you may persist in 
that happy idea I 

Good-bye, dear mamma, I kiss yon ; bat no, I am an- 
worthy of it. I kiss your slipper. 

Adhoee. 



To THE Same. 

HoHiHT, \tA Augutl, 1829. 
M; DUB Mahiu, 

I am back at last, and Hippolyte and his family are 
here with as. Eis trife is very tired, bat I hope that a few 
days' rest will restore her to health. I spent a very pleaaank 
fortnight at mother-in-law's, from which I feel qoite benefited. 
I greatly needed the change — I felt so nowell that I was losing 
all patience; slill, everything considered, I am satisfied with 
my voyage, and excepting the last month, daring nearly the 
whole of which I was laid up in bed, my stay at Bordeanx 
offered me many pleasures to my taste, that is to say, no 
visitors and plenty of excursions. 

I nevertheless experienced infinite comfort at finding 

• A term of diBpsragement applied by soldiers to civilians, indi- 
cating odd it J. 
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myself ODce more at home ia tlie midst of those whom I lore. 
We only want your society to be completely happy. 

We relish fully the calm of a peaceful and retired life ; we 
are not troubled by importanafce intraders ; onrs are sincere 
and trae friends — at least, so we think. Our days slip by like 
hours, and yet nothing interferes with their tiniformity. The 
profonnd qniet ia mach to the taste of my sister-in-law. It 
also suits Uippolyte, as it gives him perfect freedom, lore of 
which is his characteristic. He rides a great deal. We con- 
stantly see OUT old friends ; bat I have, by degrees, quietly 
limited the circle of my acquaintances. It tired, and I might 
almost say worried, me a great deal to see so many people. 
A nnmeroos and saperficial society is not suitable for me, and 
I believe that yon quite share my opinion, that the fireside is 
preferable to an ever-changiug panorama of fresh faces, which 
come and go without giving us time to appreciate their 
qualities and their defects. I have therefore limited myself to 
two or three women upon whose friendship I can rely, which 
is a thing not oftea met with. As for those among my friends 
who belong to the sterner sex, they do not make a very 
brilliant show, but they are the best-hearted in the world; 
you saw a sample of them in the person of our friend Duteil, 
who can have no pretensions to being either handsome or 
elegant, that I will admit, but who atones for all by his wit 
and tact, and who possesses the most even and amiable temper 
I ever knew. 

You long ago promised, my dear mamma, that you would 
come and renew acquaintance with Nohant; you cannot 
choose a better opportunity to do us that pleasure, since 
Hippolyte and his wife are already here, and no business 
matter ia likely to necessitate my leaving home for some 
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months yet. If yoa should feel stroDg enoagh to nndertake 
the journey, yon will always find as moat happy to take care of 
jon and to offer yon as moch distractioD as lies in our power. 
My children are in good health. Maurice sends a kiss, 
and so do we all, with your permission. But in return I shall 
expect for my share a bigger kiss than the rest. 

AUEOBE. 

To M. Jules Boucoiran,* Paris. 

KohaHT, 2ii[I September, 1829. 

M. Duris-Dufresne \ has sent me yonr reply to the 
proposals he kindly consented to place before yon on my 
behalf. We agree from this moment, and, if my offer suits 
yoo still, I shall expect you at the beginning of October. All 
the good which M. Duris-Dufrosne told us respecting the 
method and the professor, makes us rather anxious to become 
acqnainled with both, and we shall endeavour to render yonr 
stay among us as pleasant as possible. 

If your method should allow of some preliminary prepara- 
tion, and which it might be within my reach to give zay son, 
will you, pray, point it out to nie, as it might be calculated to 
simplify your work; if not, I shall train him to always display 
towards you docility and gratitude, which last feeling, rest 
assured, will be shared by his parents. 

Beceive, Sir, etc., 

AUBOBE DCDBVANT. 

* Jolea Boncoiran, Maurice'a tator, afterwards intimate friend of 
the family. He became, later, chief editor of the Courrier du Gard. 

t Duria-Dnfresne, Member of the Chamber of Depntiea for the 
Department of the Indre. 
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To M. Caron, Paris, 

NoHAMT, ls( Ocioler, 1829. 
Mt deab Oaron, 

I am your serrant ; I salute and embrace yon cordiallj' 
NoWj tell me what yon havB done with a certain letter from 
F^licie, which yon mention as being sent, but which never 
reached me. For shame, to be so careless at your age t Look 
on your desk,' and make np for yonr oversight by sending 
it soon, accompanied by a long letter from yonrseU. 

Allow me to entrust yon with a few errands. It is a long 
time since I bothered you, as Panline says, and it would be a 
pity to lose that wholesome habit. Be good enough to 
purchase for me three or four small boxes of coral powder for 
the teeth, like the one which you once gave me ; also, an ell 
of hlach levantine, large width ; it is intended to make a 
seamless apron. Ton will easily get that in a good eilk ware- 
house. I have also a guitar at Fnget's, and that I shoald like 
to get back. Please to request Madame Saint Agnaa to claim 
it for me, and, if there is no bos to it, hare it packed np and 
keep all ready at yonr place, where M. de Sdze will call to 
fetch them for me. That will afford him the pleasure of 
seeing you, which he is very anxious to do. He asked ns for 
yonr address. 

Pray also give him the volume of Paul Lonis-Conrier, and 
receive all my thanks. 

AUBOBI. 
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To M. Jules Boucoiran, Nohant. 

PmiGCEOX, 30iA Novata\er, 1829. 
Mt leab Jules, 

How'are my children ? How are yon yonrself ? and all 
niy people ? I am impatient to hear about yourself and them. 
X am witUont news, and on the point of growing uneasy in 
that respect. 

You were back at Nohant on Friday evening. You ought 
to have written to me on the next day ; I may possibly get 
a letter to-morrow from yon or from my brother. I want it, 
ia order to be qnite happy; as, in all other respects (yon 
pretend that that is my favourite expression), I am qnite well 
in mind and body. 

My journey was, if not rapid, at least very lucky. I feel 
qnite strong, and my heart is pretty well satisfied. Make 
haste then, and tell me that my family is also in good health ; 
and, above all, my little Maurice, the little rogue, whom how- 
ever I love more than anything in this world, and but for 
whom there would be no happiness for me. Does he sleep 
and eat well ? Is he cheerful ? Is he quite well ? Do not be 
too indulgent to him, and yet, as much aa you can, make him 
fond of hia studies. I know full well that that is no easy task. 
When I am with him to wipe his eyes, and see him fall asleep 
in his cot, I do not much mind ; but, afar, my weakness as a 
mother is roused, and I am only grieved when I think that he 
is perhaps crying over his lesson-book. What a silly thing 
man's childhood is, and a silly thing, too, his whole life I 

In short, my dear boy, do for my child what yon would, 
what you will do some day for your own son. Watch over 
his education, but, above all, over his health. Keep also an eye 
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OQ my little girl and attend to her when she cries. I bare 
already told you all this. I am repeating niysell and become 
wearisome, like most old women. You will ezouae me, for yon 
sIbo have a mother, and if yon should fall ill under my roof, 
I would attend to you like her, I hare entrusted to your 
care my most precious treasure ; you engaged to hold your- 
Eelf responsible for it. 

Be sure to answer all my questions ; do not grow tired of 
repeating scores of times the same thing, and do not let two 
days elapse without writing. Tou will thus prove that you 
have aa much friendBbip for me as I for you. 

I think of starting on my return journey about the middle 
of next week. Write until I inform you of my departure. 
Good-bye. 

Take care also of my Bengalee,* and tell me whether it 
was not parched with thirst when you arrived. Cheer up 
my poor Emilie,t who often becomes low-spirited. I know 
yon to be kind, full of attention, and obliging. 

I depend upon yoa to fill my place in <dl respects. 

AUEOKE DUDZTANT. 



To THE Same. 

PKuocEn, Wt December, 1829. 

Mt dub JuliBj 

I have received three letters from you. I wrote 
this morning to my brother to instruct him to give yon 
my key as often as yon may want it. The instrnctions 

* A kind of bird, tbe linnet ot Bengal. 

t Uadame Hippolyte Chatiron, Qeorge Sand'a siater-in-bw. 
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I gaTe in that respect on my departure were miBanderatood, 
or, in the confusion of the moment, I possibly explained 
myself badly. That was, however, my intention, and I 
beg to apologise. At all events, the key of the laige library 
was, I hope, placed at yonr disposal, and yon were able 
to read at yonr leisure. If there has been no fire in yonr 
room, that was your fault. It only depended on yon to 
light it, and yon are not so stupid, I suppose, as to think 
that that required discretion. 

Give special instructions as regards my Bengalee, and 
see for yourself that it be properly attended to ; as, if I 

find it has been neglected, I shall make a d of a row 

with Andrfi,* Tell my people to light a fire every day 
in my little study, so that on re-entering it, at the end 
of this week, I ma; not find it aa cold as ice. Ilemiad my 
brother also to often exercise Liska.f 

I began by what I meant to end with; but I did well, 
for we are apt to forget the little things which we put 
off, and important ones do not so urgently require to bo 
called to mind, as we seldom forget them. Let ns speak 
of my children. I understand you to say that my daughter 
has caught a cold. If it should become any worse, please 
to prepare for her a potion of milk and almonds (that is 
a little talent which I know yon possess), which yon will 
make ber drink at night; yoa might add to it a few 
drops of essence of orange blossom, and half an ounce 
of syrup of gum arabic. So Man rice is beginning to 
read well I I am quite pleased to hear it ; that is why I 
write to him. I cannot say any more, time is pressing. 

* A man-terrant belonging to the bouse, 
t Qeorge Sand's riding mare. 
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My hettlth keeps good, and, moreover, I feel in a 
hnmoar to sing the A^unc Dimiiiis. You do not know 
-what that means, yon heretic 7 I shall teach it to yoa. 
Good evening. Thanks for your exactitade, thanks heartily. 
Nothing is so sweet to me as to receive news from " my 
dear Tamily, Take every care of my Maarice. 

Good-bye, do not write any more. I shall start 
immediately. 

AUBORI DODEVANT. 



To Madame Maurice Dupin, Paris. 

NoHAKT, iUh December, 1829. 

Mt bub utile Mahha, 

I wish yon good health and all the prosperity yon 
may desire thronghout the whole of tho year npon which 
we are about to enter, and all through your life ; I hope that 
yoa will manage to see many years yet. With that object 
in view, you must take care of yourself and lead a joyous 
life. . . . 

What are you doing with my hnsband 7 Does he take 
you to the theatre 7 is he cheerful 7 is he good-tempered 7 
He informed us that he would be back this week ; but I 
doubt whether bis basiness engagements will enable him 
to keep his promise. Take advanti^e of his arm while 
yon have got him ; make him laugh, for he is always as 
sad as an owl all the time he is in Paris. Seize the 
opportunity of his being with you to go about, if the 
weather permits. Here we are buried in snow like marmots. 
We spend our time in warming ourselves and talking 
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□oDsense. We do nothing, and jet the days seem too 
short. Hippoljte seems to possesa an inezhanstible source 
of gaiety and fan ; his wife is pretty well, and our children 
occupy all oar tbooghts. They read to perfection. Hippolyte 
is writing master; as for myself, I teach mnaic. 

My daughter is not quite so forward, bat she begins to 
apeak Euglish and to walk. She baa a nurse who speaks 
English and Spanish to her. If ahe could go on in that way 
she would learn seTeral languages without any trouble. 
But I am not aatiaSed with Misa Peptta (that is the name 
of the govemesa), and I scarcely know whether I shall 
keep her. She is as dirty and lazy as a true Castilian. As 
for my little Solange,* she is quite fresh and well. She will, 
I believe, be very pretty ; people say that she bears a 
likeness to Maurice; ahe has at any rate what he docs not 
poaaess, a complexion as white aa enow. At this time of 
the year, it ia not possible to find a more seasonable 
companion. , 

Good-bye, dear little mamma ; my fingers are quite 
nnmbed. I kiss yoa tenderly and leave the pen to 
Hippolyte. 

Adbobx. 

To THE Same. 

\»i Februarg, 1S30. 
Ht DGA.B Mavka, 

Had I not received news conceroiag yoa by my 
hnsband and by my brother, who has just arrived, I 
should feel anxious about your health ; for you have been 
a long time without writing. For the last few days I have 



* George Sand's dangliter. 
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inteoded to scold yoa for it. A serious alarm respecting 
Maarice'a health prevented me from carryiog out my 
iutentiona. 

For eerera] daya I feU extremely miserable. Forta- 
nately assiduous care, leeches, and poultices allayed the 
crisis. The dear boy recovered even more rapidly than 
I dared to expect. He is now well again and has resumed 
faia lessons, which constitute an important occupation for 
me. So much bo, that I can scarcely dispose of a few 
boara each day to take a little exercise and play with my 
little Solange, who is as handsome as a cberub, white aa 
a swan, and meek as a lamb. She had a foreign nurse, 
who might have proved most nseful to her for acquiring 
languages, but turned out such a worthless individaal in 
all respects that, after much misplaced indulgence, I re- 
solved to dismiss her this morning, for having taken 
Maurice (scarcely recoTering from the consequences of hia 
dreadful indigestion) to the village, where ahe stuffed him 
with warm bread and country wine. 

I have entraated Solange to the care of Andre's wife, who 
has been with me for the last two years. I send yon 
Manrice's portrait, which I attempted the very evening when 
be fell ill. I dare not say that the likeness is very striking. 
I scarcely had time to look at him, as he fell asleep in hia 
chair. That I then ascribed to want of sleep, his being, as I 
thought, tired of playing, whereas in reality it was caused by 
latent headache and fever. Since then, I have refrained from 
ntoAnni; fti'm nf, afraid as I have been of causing him any 
fat igne. 

White teaching up the sketch, I did my best to call to 
mind hia physiognomy, full of fun and decision. I believe 
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that I BDcceeiJed in catcbing the expression of Ins face ; the 
odI; fault being that the portrait makes him appear a year or 
two older than he is. The distance between tbe nostrils and 
the eye is a little exaggerated, and the mouth is not suf- 
ficiently curled in the style of my own. By picturing to 
yourself those features brought a little more closely together, 
very long eye-laahes, of which a drawing can only give an 
imperfect idea, and which impart much pleasantness to the 
look, Tery lively pink colour with a complexion which is 
neither dark nor fair, but intermediate, the pupils of an 
orange^black hue, that in, of not go fine a black as your own, 
though almost as large ', in short, by taxing your imaginatire 
powers, you may form an idea of his little face, which, aa time 
wears on, will be I believe rather handsome than pretty. 

His waist is free from defects — slender, straight as a palm 
tree, supple and graceful ; his feet and hands are Tery small ; 
his temper is a little hasty, a little self-willed and obstinate. 
But his heart is excellent, and his iotellect quite susceptible of 
being developed. He reads fluently, and begins to write; he 
has also begun music, orthography, and geography. The last 
is a pleaaare to him. 

All tbia is mother's twaddle ; but you will not find fault 
with me, for yoa know what it is. As for myself, my lessons 
are my sole preoccupation, and to them I have sacrificed all 
my former pleasarea. Now is the time when all my care and 
attention become necessary. A boy's education is no small 
matter, and must not be neglected. I am, more than ever, 
delighted to lire in the country, where I can devote myself 
entirely to teaching, 

I do not regret the pleasures of Paris. I am very fond 
when I am there of going to the play and to the races ; but, 
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thank goodness, I also can give up thinking oE them when 
I am away from there, and thas enable to indalge in them. 
Snt there is one thing to which I do not so easily make np 
my mind. It is being away from yon, to whom I should be 
80 delighted to iotrodnce my children, and whom I should so 
lovingly surround with care and happiness. You grieve me 
very mnch by always denying me the means of fulfilling a 
duty which I should deem bo sweet to perform. I scarcely 
dare to press yon myself, for fear of being anable to offer you 
here the distractions which yon find in Paris, and which the 
coantry cannot provide. Yet I feel inwardly convinced that 
if affection and attention will suffice to make life agreeable to 
you, you would enjoy the existence which I should like to 
create here for you. 

Good-bye, my dear mamma. We all, big and small, kiss 
yon. Yoa most write to me ! It is not sufficient for me to 
learn that you are in good health ; I want yoa to say so 
yourself, and to give me your blessing. 

Adbobk, 



To THE Same. 

NoHAST, February, 1830. 

Mt SIIB UTTLI MuOtA, 

I received your letter a few days since, and would have 
answered it at once but for a fresh indisposition, which 
turned oat rather serioas and brought me rather low. I 
moat serionsly think of patting myself in a state of grace, 
a thing which people always delay as long as they can, so 
long indeed that I can scarcely believe it serves any osefnl 
parpoee. 



5c by Google 



64 Letters of George Sand. 

"These," yoo will aay, "are fine sentimeats I " Ton 
know that I am joking, and that, whether ill or in good 
health, I am always the same from a mora) point of view ; 
niy gaiety is not even altered by the atate of my health. I 
take time as it comes, depending on the futare, 00 my 
physical strength, on the desire which I feel of living lonely 
in order to love and nnrse yoa. 

Happily yon are still yoong, and may yet long lead a 
single life; bnt a day will come, my dear mother, when yoa 
will no longer possess such Ene eyes or such good teeth ; yon 
will then be compelled to come back to ns. By the Ereside 
at Nohant, that is where I shall expect you then, wrapped np 
in warm blankets, and teaching the children of Manrice and 
Solange to read. I shall not be very nimble then myself, and 
if my poor nnsettled health allows me to see those days, I 
shall not refuse to instal myself at the other corner. We 
shall then tell each other some fine stories, which will never 
end, and will send ns alternately to sleep. I shall, myself, be 
much older than my age, for, owing to the dose of sciatica 
and of pain which already weighs me down, I could vonch 
that yon feel younger than I do. 

Therefore, depend on it, dear mother, we shall grow old 
together, and come exactly to the same point. May we end 
likewise, and start ia company on the same day, for that 
place yonder! 

Good-bye, dear mamma, I leave the pen to Hippolyte; I 
cannot write without tiring a good deal. The mad-brain 
will take apon himself to give you an account of our 
amuEementa. 

Adbobk. 
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To M. Jules BoucoiSAit, ChAteauroux. 

HoBiXT, Ut March, 188a 
Mt dx&b Bot, 

I fancied that you had forgott«o as. I am glad to 

have made a miatake. Yoa woald be most angratefnl were 

yoa not to aoknovledge the sincere friendship which I 

displayed towards yon, and of which yon seemed deserving. 

I beliere, indeed, that yon acknowledge it, since yoa say so, 

and I feel the simple and affeotiooate manner in which yoa 

express yoor affection. 

Yon congratalate yoarself npon having met with a friend 
in me. Friends are a comfort, bat they are very rare I If 
yon do not change, if yoa always remain aa I saw yoa here— 
that is, honest, meek, frank, fnll of lore for your excellent 
motbor, rOBpeotdug old age, and not amusing yonrselE by 
railing at it, aa is now the prevalent fashion ; if, in short, yon 
do not fall into the errors which yon saw me detest and 
fight against in my most intimate friends — ^yon may rely on 
that thorongh motherly friendship which I promise to bestow 
on yoa. 

Bat I warn yon that I shall expect more from yoa tkan 
from others. There are many people whose bad edaoation, 
the want of a gaide in life, or ardent temper may be 
alleged as excases. With good principles, a peacefnl natare, 
a viitaons mother, we do not deserve any indnlgence if we 
allow onrselves to get corrapted. I know year qoalities and 
yonr defects better than yon do yoarself. At yonr age 
people do not know themselves. They have not left years 
enongh bdiind them to nnderstand the past, and to judge 
of a portion of life. They only think of the time before 
them, and see it quite different from what it will be ! 

VOkL F 
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I sm going to describe yon aa yoa ore. First of all, apathy 
is domiDant in yon. Tours is a noncivdani oonstitntion. 
You do not lack aptitndes; year studies were good. Were 
you cot lazy, I believe that yon might some day have a 
" sqnare " head, as Napoleon nsed to say, a positive mind and 
solid inBtmctioD, Bat you are lazy. In the second place, 
your temper is not kind enough aa a rule, though it is too 
kind at times. You are either tacitnnt to excess, or tmaticg 
to a fault. You should try to find a medium. 

You will observe that those reproaches are not addressed 
to my boy, to the one frith whom I nsed to read and chat in 
my stndy, and who, in my society, was always sensible and 
excellent. I speak of Jnles Boucoiran, whom others jndge, 
and of whom they may feel satisfied or bare to complain. As 
I wish that all those with whom yon meet may form a correct 
idea of yon, and as I also desire to teach yon to live in good 
relations with all, I most point oat to you the disadvantage 
of that want of reserve with which you give in to the 
feelings of the moment — now effusion and impulse, and 
now indifference. 

Yon dislike solitude. In order to escape from a society 
antipathetic to yon, you frequent worse. I learned that during 
my absence yon spent all your evenings in the kitchen, and 
that I cannot approve. 

You know whether I am proud, and whether I treat my 
servants with haughtiness. Brought up with them, ac- 
customed, for fifteen years, to consider them like companions, 
to " thee " and " thoa " them, to play with them as Maurice 
does now with Thomas,* I even now often countenance their 

* Thomas Anosnte, ooirherd at the farm at Hohant. 
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rebuking sad almost rnling me. I do not treat them like 
aerrants. A friend of mine obserred, witb much ressoD, that 
they were not Taleta, but rather a Bpeoial class of people 
who, by taste, had engaged themselTes to keep my hoase 
in order, though living as free, as much at home as 
myself. 

Ton are also aware that I eometimes take a seat in my 
kitchen, while watching the chioken roasting for dinner, and 
giring andienoe to my rascally serrants and to my beggars. 
But I shonld not stay a qnarter of an hoar in their midst 
when they are together, to spend my time listening to their 
conversation. It would annoy and disgnst me ; becanse their 
edncation is different from mine; I shonld stand in their 
way, and at the same time find myself out of pUce. Yon 
were brooght np like me, not like them. Toa most therefore 
not behave with them as an eqoaL I press that rebnke, 
of which I should not have thoaght, had not something 
similar come to my knowledge by mere chance. 

Hippolyte, travelling one day in a public conveyance, met 
with a man employed at General Bertrand's, whether in 
the capacity of labourer, valet, or agriculturist I do not 
know. The latter indulged in mach gossip, spoke about the 
Bertrand family, the master, his lady, their children, etc., etc., 
. . . and, finally, of M. Jules : " He ia a very nice fellow," 
said he, " and quite a scholar, bat he is young and does not 
know how to hold his rank. He plays at cards or at draughts 
-with the general's footman. We common folk do not approve 
of that; had we been bronght up as gentlemen, we should 
behave as snoh." 

Hippolyte related that conversation to me, regarding it as 
qnite groundless; but I recollected various circumstances 

F 2 
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wliicli led me to gire it credence ; among others, jour qa&rrel 
with the porter's family, a quarrel which oQght nerer to have 
taken place, becanee joa shonld never have associated with 
people devoid of education. 

I here again repeat it, education sets up the onty real dis- 
tinction between men. I do not anderstand any other; bat 
that one seems to me undeniable. The edacatioa which yon 
received impoaea npon yon the obligation of living with 
persons of the same standing, and displaying towards others 
only meekness, kindness, and a readiness to oblige them. Aa 
for intimacy and confidence, those feelings onght never to 
exist between you and such people, except in exceptional 
circnmHtancea, which could not prevail in your intercoorse 
with my people or with those of General Bertrand. That ia 
why I say that yon are careless. 

When your pupils are in bed, instead of going to talk 
nonsense with people who do not speak the same French as 
yourself, yon should take np a book and sdom yonr mind 
with those branches of knowledge with which it is still 
unacquainted I If your brain is tired with the fits of im- 
patience and the monotony of tuition, than which nothing, I 
will admit, is more irksome, take np a work on literature. 
There are hundreds of such works with which you are either 
nnacqnainted or imperfectly conversant t I would prefer to 
see you writing bad verse even than going to bear ante- 
room prose. 

Ton see that I am taking full advantage of the privilege 
that yon gave me of scolding you. At all events, if you 

M not take it kindly, you would be a fool ; for in this 

ly fulGUing my duty as a mother, and it requires 
in and much esteem for you to undertake to give 
lecluie. 
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13t& Marek. 

It ia close upon a fortm'glit since I wrote ;oa the foregoiag 
scribble. Since then it has not beeo possible for me to resnnie. 
It is QxAj with macti difficalty tbat I again take ap the pen to- 
day. I caught a kind of cold which much injured my sight. 
I shall be mnoh to be pitied if oompelled to warm my feet 
without being able to follow any occopation ; it is a sad thing 
when the Bight gets bad, and one can discern neither the 
ooloor of the sky nor the features of one's children. Yon 
mnst pray that such a misfortune may not befall me. 

In the meantime, I suffer much, and can only say that I 
hope that yon will not feel vexed at the foregoing remarks, 
though rather severe in their expression. See in them but 
a fresh proof of my affection for yon. 

Ton will come and see as when yon have done with the 
Bertrand family. You will find Maurice and I^ontine very ' 
fluent readers, dreadful scribblers, bnt on the whole making 
pretty fair progress with respect to the little things which I 
gradually teach them. Soulat* reads very badly, bnt writes 
pretty well. He forgets the roles that you gave him, although 
we make him read every day. 

Yon proposed to let me have some tables intended to bring 
back to the children's minds the principles of yonr excellent 
method, which are often required. You afterwards forgot all 
about them. I remember pretty well the consideration of the 
chief rules. But my head and sight are so weak that you 
would do me a favour by sending them. 

Good-bye, my dear Jules ; do not forget to write. Every- 
body here begs to be remembered. 

Maurice sends his love. Adsobk Dudievaht. 

* Jkcqnea Soulat, ez-greiudier in the Imperial Qoardi, settled u 
eanat in the village of Nobant. 
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To M. Jules Boucoiran, Ck&teauroux. 

IfosAiTT, 22n<l l£are\, 1830. 
I am Ytftj pleased with your letter, my dear boy. First 
ol all, I want to tell yoa to come and see me before going back 
to Paris. Yon mast even do yonr beat to spend some time 
with us. The children write well enoagh now to pro6t by the 
method of spelling which yon mentioned to me. Will yon nob 
try it with them f Yon know what pleaaare yoa will do me 
by accepting my proposal. 

Yoa acknowledge all year faults so readily that I cannot 
Bcold yoa much. But to confess a fault is only halfway 
towards mending it. We must therefore set to work and rid 
onraelres of it as soon as we can. In your prevtoos letter yon 
threw doabts on my patience. 

Yon are scarcely mistaken. I possess an inezhaoBtibla 
amount of it in regard to certain obstacles luid as to physical 
eaffering; but, with Maurice, I lose it all; although that 
indeed is the case for which I should reserve the most. I take 
his progress so much to heart that I quickly despair, which is 
quite wrong of me. Like yonraelf, I used to say that that 
disposition of mine proceeded from my temperament, from the 
climate, from digestive disorders, etc. Yet that would be a 
very poor excuse indeed, since in numerous instances I have 
succeeded in mastering the violence of my temper. That 
which we have been able to do once we can do again, 
and habit enables us to do it almost at all times. I hope 
that I shall come to that with my fits of impatience, in like 
manner as yon will yourself with your apathy. Meekness is 
indispensable to me if I wonld do something with my son ; 
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;oa yonrself want a stimolant in order to do somethiDg irith 
joorself. Manrice'a education is only begtnoiag; yoars ia not 
finished. If yoa do not object to it, I shall giro yon yoor 
(aak when yoa are here, and I aathorise yoa to laugh at me 
whenever I dy into a passion. Bat I have improved myself 
very much already. 

The second paragraph of your letter is not very dear. 
YoD promise to explain it in a year's time. 80 much the 
better I 

The third is an atgnment, if yon like. Yoa will only seed 
to read it over again to ascertain its solidity. Yon say : " I 
am frank, hecanse I let people eee when I feel displeased with 
them. I abhor dissimalation, and were I to act otherwise I 
should he a hypocrite." Those are indeed ideas of a head 
twenty years old ! Do you think me false and perfidious ? Do 
yoa think that I have not many times in my life experienced 
towards some people feelings of estrangement and indigna* 
tion ? Of course I have ; but before giving expression to my 
feelings I have reflected. 

I have asked myself what might be the caose of my 
aversion, and in the majority of cases I concluded that my 
own vanity led me to overrate the difFerence existing between 
me and others, my nsurped saperiority over them. I do not 
speak of the murderers and thieves whom I have had the 
honoar of tutodating with. I leave them apart. There are 
many reasons why they should be excused and pitied, but it 
is Qseleaa to mention them here. I certainly allow you to 
consider such men with horror^ provided that your indig- 
nation does not make yoa inexorable and inhuman towards 
those dqpnded specimena of oar kind, to which we should 
atill hold oat a helping hand, so that they may not degrade 
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themBelres Btill more, I 011I7 allnde here to those foibles, and 
even to those vices to be met with ia society, ia eTerjr society, 
vith the sole difference that tbey are more or less veiled. 

If JOQ were oot so yoang, if yoa were more aeed to meet 
with sach people at almost every step (that is what is called 
experience) ; if yon considered everything when jnAgiag them, 
yon would not be so severe upon them, though not ceasing to 
be strictly virtaons yonrself. 

Remember that yon are only twenty years old, and that 
most people whose failings may shock yon have lived three or 
fonr times aa long as yonrself; have undergone trials the issue 
of which, if ever yon were subjected to them, yon oonld not 
«ren foresee; have perhaps been deprived of all means of 
BBlvatioD, of all good examples, of all help likely to bring 
them back to the right path or preserve them from doing 
wrong. How do you know whether, placed as they wore, you 
might not have done worse F Consider, therefore, what man 
is when left to himself. 

Kzamine yonrself strictly and attentively for only a single 
day I Ton will perceive what movements of miserable vanity, 
of mtbless and foolish pride, of nnjast selfishness, cd cowardly 
envy, of stapid presnmption, are inherent to onr abject 
natore I how scarce are good impulses E how freqaent and 
habitual the bad ones I It is habit which prevents onr per- 
ceiving them ; and, becanse of our not giving way to them, we 
believe that we do not experience them. Than aak yoarsdf 
whence yon derive the power of repressing them ; power 
which with 'you has become a habit, and whose struggle is 
only apparent in exceptional cases, " From my experience," 
I hear you reply, "Prom my prinoiples." 

Do yon imagine that those principles would have grown in 
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yoD but for the care which yoor mother aod all those who 
worked for your edncation took to incnlcate yon with them F 
And yon forget now that it is they who are entitled to be 
blessed and thanked, and not yon, whose moral qnalities are 
the reanlt of their care and solicitude ! Yon ought rather, 
therefore, to feel compassion for those who have been denied 
the help of a guide through life, and who, abandoned to their 
own impulse, have gone astray, not knowing where they were 
going to. Do not associate with them, for their society is 
always unpleasant and perhaps baneful at your age; but do 
not hate them. After careful consideration yon will peroeire 
that that kindly feeling, commonly termed atntdtlenets, does 
sot consist in deceiving men, but in forgiving them. 

I have nothing to say as regards the remainder of your 
letter, I told yon all I thought about it in my last. Ton 
agree with me that you are in the wrong, and yon promise to 
change your excess of benevolence for a nobler meekness, 
-whose valne will be better appreciated. I can detect some 
very good elements in yon; but there is often a want of 
soundness in your argaments. It is a great fault in any one 
to encourage self-delnsion. 

Good-bye, my dear boy. I am expecting you ; come as 
soon as you can. My sight is improving. The children and 
myself send our love. Always rely on your old friend. 

ACBORB. 

To THE Same, Paris, 

La CuTBi, 31if July, 1830, 11 o'cbdfc ji.m. 
Tee, my boy, yes^ do write. I thank yoa for baring 
thoDgbt of me in the midst of all those horrors. O Lord t 
what bloodshed I what tears I 
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Toar letter, dated 28th, only c&me to hand to-day, the 
Slst, We were waiting for nawa with snch aoxiebrl We 
were, however, ahready acqaainted with almost all the par- 
ticnlars it contains through Tarioos channels, and all the 
ramonra seem to differ but little. But we are aa yet without 
an official version ! We hope that it will come to-morrow ; for 
we need it, in order to co-operate to the best of our limited 
ability in the grand deed of renoration. Sut, Lord ! shall we 
carry the day ? Will the blood of all those victims profit their 
wives and children T 

Your letter baa been read by the whole town, for people 
are craving for news, and everybody fomishea hie contribation 
to it J write, and recollect that news is eagerly awaited, bot 
only speak of public topics. Poor boy, despite the fasillade 
and the barricadee, yon succeeded in informing me of what was 
going on. Believe me, of all those whose fate excites my appre- 
hensioD^ yon are not among those in whom I am least interested. 
Do not expose yourself, nnlesa it be to save a friend; for 
I should then tell yon, as I would my own son : " Risk your 
life rather than desert him." For Heaven's sake, if yon can 
go about without danger, make inquiries respecting all those 
who are dear to me. 

Did anything happen to the Saint Agnans f The father is 
serving in the National Guards. We are compelled to put to 
ourselves such questions as this : " Is So-and-so dead f " Three 
days ago we should have been stunned at hearing of the death 
of a friend; to-day we might learn that twenty of them had 
been killed, perhaps on the same day, and yet could not weep 
over them. On saoh occasions the blood mna feverishly, and 
the heart is too much oppressed to express its feelings. 

I experience an energy which I did not believe I possessed. 
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Erects belp to develop tho sonL Were anybody to warn me 
tliat to-morrow I sh&Il get my head broken, I shoald all the 
same sleep to-night; bnt the heart bleeds for others. Ah I 
how I envy yoar fate I Ton hare do children I Yon are 
alone; bnt I, I am like a she-wolf watching over her cnbs. If 
my dear little ones were threatened, I should risk being oat to 
pieces in their defence. 

Bat what was I going to tell yon f My thonghts are 
affected by the general disorder. Bnn to the " H6tel 
D'Elboenf/' on the Hace da Corronsel. It has probably been 
pillaged. Inqnire whether my annt, Madame Mar6ohaI, and 
family, were spared on those days of bloodshed. My nnde 
ms inspector of the King's honsehold. I trusty that ' he was 
absent. Bat hia wife and daughter, left alone to face the 
storm I His son-in-law waa brigadier in the body-guards ; is 
he dead ? If not, will he be alire to-morrow f I bare not the 
courage to write to them. And if , as I fear, they have been 
ill-treated, they can scarcely dare to write themselves. Yon, 
my boy, who axe aotive, kind, and devoted to your friends, yon 
may perhaps allay my dreadful anxiety. Do so by all means, 
if, as we hear, the straggle is over. Alas I will it not soon 
break oat again F 

Let me tell yon what took plaoe here. Oar town is the 
only one which displays any energy. Who would have 
thonght it F It has risen in insurrection. Cb&teaoronx is 
less determined. As for Issoodun, it is hesitating; neverthe- 
less, the National Guards are being orgauiaed, and, if the 
authorities (that is, the authorities that were) make any 
attempt at fighting, we shall resist them. For the present 
the gendarmeris is the only force available to oppose ns; it 
is so few in number compared with the insargents, that it 
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prudently keeps qaiet. There is only one danger for as, that 
of being ftsaailed bj a regiment detailed from Bonrges to 
cmsh US, In that case a straggle will be inevitable, 

Casimir has been appointed lientenant in the National 
Guards, and 120 men have already joined. We are awaiting 
with impatience the course of the provisional Government. I 
fear, but I do not say anything, for it is not for myself that I 
fear. In the meantime there are meetings, where people 
mutually excite one another. 

What do yon intend to do yourself? la the Bertrand 
family coming here bood f Do yoo still contemplate accom- 
panying it ? I am very deeiroas of seeing yon again. 

Give 08 some news of our deputy ; did he reach Paris in 
safety t We saw him start at a very periloos moment, and 
trembled at the idea of what might befall him. We now bope 
that he entered the capital without any mishap, yet we aro 
anxiooa to knov it for a certainty. Try to see him, and 
request him, if be has a moment's leisure, to write a few liuea 
to me. He ia oar hero, and, as our attachment to him is his 
only recompense, he cannot refuse. 

Oood-bye, my dear boy ; where is the time when we oaed 
to read peacefully together? Where are our qniet days of 
rest f When will they come again ? War is not my element; 
but, here below, we must be amphibious. Would that the 
sacrifice of my life and property could suffice to secure liberty t 
I should gladly give np both I But I cannot resign myself to 
see others shedding their blood and we swimming in it. Yoa 
are fortunate in being a man ; in yon, indignation ia a diversion 
against grief. Thanks once more for your letter. 

Do not cease to famish us with detailed information. I do 
I e.believe that anything happened to my mother, although 
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the poor woman mnst luye felt qnite apeet with fright I See 
ber, pray ; she resides close to 70a — Ko. 6, Bonlorard 
Poissoniii^re. Do not be anrpriBed at the way ahe will reoeiTe 
yoa ; she has the odd mania of looking npon all Btrangers as 
thieves. Sbont oat to her aa you go in that yoa call oa my 
behalf to hear how she is, and do not mind if she shoald be 
cool to yoa. I shall be gratefal to yoa for that fresh favoor. 
Adiea. 



To THE Same, ChAUaurottx. 

NoHAifT, 27ft Oofofcw, 188a 
I thank yoa, my dear boy, for yonr two notes. I sns- 
pected that the romoars which reached as coaceming 
lesondnn most bare been exaggerated. It is so with all 
public news, regalar political gossip, which increases in im- 
portance as it spreads through the world. 

There is always in troth something trivial, not to the taste 

poetic spirits. We are, besides, in the classical land of 
poetry, where people never speak of things as they are. If 
they see pigs, they call them elephants ; by them geese are 
spoken of as princesses, and so on. I am sick and tired of 
all this; that is why I have given np reading the newspapers. 

1 hate the gossiping spirit of provincial coteries ; it is a war 
of lies, a storming of absardities which give the heartache to 
those whose hearts are still capable of feeling. Outside of my 
private life, I do not know of anything deserving of real 
interest. 

In oar days, eathnsiasm is the virtue of dupes. Oars ia an 
age of iron, of selfishness, of cowardice, and deceit, when 
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people mast either rail or weep for fear of being ooneidered as 
fools or aa wretches. Yoa koow what I have decided to do ; 
I devote my life to the objects of my afiection. I suiroDDd 
myself with them as with a tacnd phalanx, which dispels 
black and despondent thoughts. Absent or preaent, my 
friends fill my soul ; their remembrance brings joy to it, and 
blnnta the sharp point of poignant and often recurring griefs. 
The morrow brings back with the snobeam a ray of hope. I 
then laugh at my tears. 

Yoa often wonder at my unstable bnmonr, at my supple 
character. What would become of me were I not gifted with 
that faculty of shaking oS my own thonghtsf Yoa are 
acqaainted with all the events of my life, and ought to nnder- 
stand that, but for that happy disposition, thanks to which 
grief does not leave a lasting impression upon me, I shonld be 
always wrapped up in my thoughts, incapable of any service 
to others, nnmoved by their affection. 

Bnt, thank goodness I it is not so. The &calty which I 
possess of forgetting ^y troubles inspires me with so much 
gratitude, brings me so many consolations, that I am proud to 
say to those who love me : " Yoa bring me back happiness 
and gaiety, yoa make np for what I miss, in yon my whole 
ambition is satisfied." Take your share of this compliment, 
my dear boy, for yoa know that I love you like a son and a 
brother. 

Oar characters differ, bnt our hearts are honest and affec- 
tionate, therefore they are made to understand each other. I 
shall be delighted to entrnst my Maurice to yonr care, and to 
see yon prolong year stay here. I am longing for yonr 
coming. 

Good night, my boy, write to me. 

Diflitizec by Google 



Letters of George Sand. 



To Madame Maurice Dupin, CharleviUe. 

NoHANT, 22n(l l^aomAeT, 1830. 
MT DBAS LITTLI MuniA, 

How lazy you are I Were I not aware oE your being 
in tmatwoithy hands, and quite safe at CharleTille, I sbonld 
feel uneasy about yon. In these times it is difficult to Toach 
for people's safety. There are riots eTerywhere; even onr 
part of the country, osnally so peaceful and quiet, has had its 
Ttsiog. Some rather serious rioting took place at Bourges, 
at Issoudan, and eren at La Ch&tre ; bat in the last>mentioned 
town the rising was quickly euppresaed, and everything ended 
ludicrously. Nerertheless, many people fled for fear ; every- 
thing in life has its ludicrous side. 

I feel very little disposed to fear the rather black future 
which is being predicted for ns. Fright exaggerates every- 
thing; and those bloodthirsty men, when closely examined, 
turn ont to be, in the majority of cases, but a set of drunkards 
whom a few glasses of wine will make jolly, and who do not 
mean to kill anybody. They make a great deal of noise, but 
do veiy little hann, whatever may be said to the contrary ; 
at all evente, I am very glad to know that you are not in 
Paris. When in the capital you are quite isolated, and in that 
position it is only natural that people shoald not feel reassured. 
Fear is injnrious; it makes people ill. Ton must therefore 
rest in the society of your children ; and do not forget the 
absent, but speak a little oftener about yourself and them. 

Is Oscar at college f Does Caroline's health improve ? 
Tour presence^ which she so anxiously desired, mast have 
been for her the best of remedies; and the fine weather which 
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we are enjoying is capital for delicate cliests. Take every care 
of her, she will repay it all ; tbongb I trnst that yoa will 
manage not to require it. 

I hare been rather poorly since my last letter. I ran 
aboat all day long to drire away tbe worry of my safferings. 

As for m; aieter-in-law,* she does not ma innch, I might 
even say that ahe never does ao at all. She is a kind and 
meek creature, baring no will of her own; she gets ap late, 
and we only see each other at dinner-time, always then with 
pleaenre and good understanding. We spend the evenings 
together; abort evenings they are, for she retires to her 
room at nine, and I go aud write or draw ia my atady, 
while my two darlings indolge io a snoriog match. Solange 
ia superbly fat and fresh. I am rather doubtful about her 
ever being pretty : her month is big and her forehead ratiier 
projecting; bat her eyes are lovely, ber nose quite small, 
and her skin like satin. I think that ahe will grow to be 
a boxom Berrickon. lass. 

Manrice is fond of study. He writes pretty correctly, 
and his temper is greatly improviog. L^ontine is also very 
nice; in short, oar life in common is very pleasant, bnt I 
fear that we shall soon have to separate. Hippolyte has 
been for tbe last few days in Paris, where he was to spend 
a fortnight and then come back; be now informs as that he 
will, for the present, have to stay there altogether, being obliged 
to joia the National Guard. The frequent outbreaks which 
take place in Paris compel those troops to display much 
activity. It is a manly duty to join the corps in times of 
effervescence and civil disorders. He saw Pierrot, who had 
just been thirty hours on duty and was exhausted. 

* Uadame Hippoljte Chatiron. 
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If my brother should find it impossible to come bact to 
na this winter, bis vife will probubly wish to join him, I 
shoald view such a sBparation with mnch regret; habit has 
made as already neoessary to one another; at least, this is 
how I feel for my own part ; it is with me a necessity to 
become attached to those who snrround me. 

Excase my gossip and my smadge. By-tbe-bye, do yoa 
still occupy your leisure in painting, a pleasant pastime in 
which yoD are so proficient? The word amudge, wbiob comes 
in after a rather impertinent by-the-hye, only applies to 
myself. I paint flowere which look like pampkins, but it 
amuses me all the same. 

Good-bye, my dear little mother; I kiss you with all 
my heart, Emilie, my hnsband, and the children send their 
love, and request yoa to remember them to Caroltae, Oscar 
and Gazamajoo. 

To M. Jules BoucorsA/f, Paris. 

NOHANT, WeiMtday, Zrd Seemher, I830-.. 
Mt dub Bot, 

If yon were fond o£ compliments X shoald tell yoa 
that your letter is truly remarkable as regards judgment, 
obserration, ai^nmentation, and eren style; but, as it is, 
you would send me to Jericho. 

I will therefore simply tell yon that your remarks seem 
perfectly just. I feel mnch confidence in the judgment 
which yon gire in trembling, and without any confidence in 
it yourself. 

. . . Happen what may, I thank yon for your information, 
and will acquaint yon with whatever may occur, I will not 
VOL. I. a 
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B&j any more od this Bubject, for I liave somethiDg mocb 
more importatit to tell yon. 

1 most gire yon a piece of news, wonderful, amazing, 
surprising . . . (for the adjectives, see Madame de Sivigui'e 
letter, for which I do not mnch care, whatever other people 
may think of it !). I mnst inform yoa that, in spite of my 
inertia, indifCerence, nnsteadiaess of purpose, the facility with 
which I forgive and forget sorrows and injury, I have just 
taken a rash and extreme resolution. This is no laughing 
matter, despite the tone of waggishness which I assume. 
It is a matter of the utmost gravity. It is in fact one of 
those secrets which it is not safe to divulge to more than 
one person. Ton are acquainted with my home life, you 
are able to judge whether it is tolerable. You, scores of 
times, wondered bow I could display so much courage and 
equanimity when my pride was being constantly crushed. 
But there is a limit to everything. Besides, the reasons 
which might have led me to take earlier the determination 
upon which I now have decided, were not strong enough 
to influence my resolution, previous to the fresh events which 
have just taken place. Nobody is aware of anything. There 
has been no scandal. While looking for something in my 
husband's desk, I simply found a parcel addressed to me. 
That parcel had a kind oF solemn appearance which struck 
me. It bore the inscription ; To be opened only at my 
death. 

I could not find the patience to wait until I became a 
widow. With health like mine, I cannot expect to survive 
any one. At any rate, I supposed laj husband dead, and 
felt rather anxious to know what he might think of me 
while still alive. The parcel being directed to me, I had 
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a riglit to open it withont being thonght indiscreet, and, as 
my hnsband ia in the fall enjoymeot of health, I could read 
his will withont emotion. 

Good heavens ! what a will ! Carses for me and nothing 
else 1 He had collected therein all his impulses of temper and 
iIl-hnmoi;r againat me, all his reflections respecting my 
perveraeness, all his feelings of contempt for m; character. 
And that is what he had left me as a token of his affection E 
I fancied that I was dreaming, I who, until now, was 
obstinately sbntting my eyes and refusing to see that I 
was scorned. The perusal of that wiU has at last aroused 
me from my elamber, I said to myself that to lire with 
a man who feels neither esteem for nor confldence in his 
wife, would be equivalent to trying to revive a corpse. 
My mind was made up and, I dare say so, irrevocably. 
You know that I am most careful in the use of that 
expression. 

Without delaying a single day, though weak and sickly 
etill, I informed him of my decision and enumerated my 
motives for so acting, with a cotd-blooded audacity which 
petrified him. He scarcely expected tiiat a being like me 
could master enough] spirit and serve to thwart his designs. 
He scolded, rebuked, and entreated me. I remained un- 
flhakeable. I must have an aUmtmy. I shall go to Parit, 
tny children shall stay at NohanL Such was the result of 
our first explanation. I pretended to be intractable on 
all points. It was mere feigning on my part, as yon can 
easily fancy. I have no desire to forsake my children. 
When he became convinced of this, he became as meek as 
a lamb. Ha told me that he would let his Nohant estate, 
dismiss everybody, take Maurice with him to Paris, and 

ai 
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put bim iQ a college. That is aaottier thing to which I 
object; the boy being still too yoang and delicate. On 
the other hand, I do not wish serranta who saw me bora, 
and whom I lore almost as much as friends, to leave my 
honse. I agree to reduce the expenses o{ my honse, as 
my modest income will neoessitate economy on my part. 
I shall keep Vincent* and Andr€,t with their wives, and 
Peter. I I shall have to be satisfied with a conple of 
horses, two cows, etc., etc.; I spare yon the enumeration 
of this medley. In this manner I shall be supposed to 
lead a separate life. I intend spending part of the year, 
six months at least, at Nohant with my children, and even 
my husband, whom this lesson will teach circumspection. 
Up to the present he has treated me as thoagh I were hateful 
to bim. Being assured of it, I go. Now, bo cries over 
me ; that is his own fault I I give him the proof that I 
do not wish to be borne as a burden, but sought for and 
hailed as a free companion, who will again share his roof 
only when be becomes worthy of her. 

Do not think me impertinent. Remember the hnmUiation 
wbicb I have had to endure ! it lasted for eight years I 
Ton certainly often remarked it yourself : the weak are the 
dupes of society, I believe my courage and firmness were 
called forth by your remarks. My anger only subsided 
to-day, I said that I would consent to come back if my 
conditions were accepted, which, of course, they will be. 

But those terms still depend upon somebody ; bare 
yon not guessed whom f Yourself, my friend ; and I con- 
fess that I dare not make the request, being afraid of not 
sncceedittg in the attempt. Still, yon see my positioD : with 
* CoKhman, f Yftlet. X Gardener. 
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yoa &t Nohant, I can breathe freely and sleep in seoarity; 
my cbild will be in safe hands, bis education will progreaSj 
his health be looked aFter, hia temper not spoiled either 
by the want of control or by excessive aererity. Throagh 
yon I should learn every day those particulars concerning 
him which s mother so mach delights to read. If I leave my 
son in the hands of his father, he will be spoiled one 
day, roughly treated the next, always neglected, and I 
shall only find bim a naughty little boy. When writing 
to me, the father will always pretend that my son is unwell, 
in order to roase my anxiety and prompt me to return. 

If such were to be his fate, I should prefer to bear 
up with mine, bad as it is to-day, and remain with him so 
as to check his father's bratality. 

On the other hand, my husband is certainly not amiable^ 
nor is amiability the chief quality of Madame Bertrand ; 
but people tolerate in a woman what they would not suffer 
in a man, therefore, will you for three summer months and 
three winter mouths (that is how I intend to divide my 
time), for the sake of my son's interests— that is, for the 
sake of my own rest and happiaess— make the sacrifice of 
putting up with a dull, cold, and wearisome home? Can 
yoD take upon yourself to be deaf to soar words and 
indiffwent to anllen looks f It must be acknowlei^ed that 
my hosband has truly modified his views concerning yon, 
and this year did not give yon any cause of complaint; 
bat, even with people whom he loves best, he is sometimes 
very sulky. Alas ! I dare not entreat yoa to comply with 
uy request, whereas the Bertrands, wealthy and to-day in 
» brilliant position, offer yon a thousand advantages and 
» residence in Paris, where they are probably going to 
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settle, owing to the general's appointment as head of tbe 
Polytechnic School. 

What shall I do if yon refuse f Yet what right have 
I to insist npon yonr deciding in my favour? What hare 
I done for yon, and what am I to yon, to expect yon to 
render me a service such as nobody else wonldF No, I 
dare not beg yon to do it, and yet I should blesa yon if 
yon complied with my request. All my life would be devoted 
to thank and love yoa as the person to whom I shonld owe 
the most. If profound gratitude, a mother's affection, can 
repay yon for such a worthy deed, you will not regret 
having sacrificed, as it were, two years of your lite to me. 
My heart is not cold, you know that, and I feel that it 
will not fail to carry out its obligations. 

C^ood-byoj let me have joar replj by return of poet; 
that is really most important as regards my line of conduct 
towards my husband. If yoa abandon me, I shall have to 
bend and once more submit to him. Ah 1 and how he 
would take advantage of me ! 

Address your letter to the poote reatante; my correspon- 
dence is no longer safe. But, thanks to that precaotion, yoa 
will be able to write with perfect freedom. Adieu ; X kiss 
yon heartily. 

To TMS Same. 

U!oHDAT Etbhiho, TSoBtst, 8fh Seeemher, 1830. 
Mt dub Bot, 

Let me blesa yon, and do not try to underrate the 
^ue of what yoa are doing for me. Do not say that in tiiis 
yon are only fulfilling an agreement, keeping a promise. Ab 
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tiie fresh troablea which have befallen me compel me to leave 
Nohant during part of the year, yoa are free from all ties. 
Too coald tell me : "I sacrificed my interests, as also my am- 
bition, for the prospect of living with a friend; bnt I did 
not bind myself to watch over her children in her absence, and 
pat up with the wearisomeneas of lonelinesa during one half 
of the year." When I proposed to yon a position, though lees 
brilliant, perhaps more agreeable than the one which yon now 
enjoy, I did not foresee the circDmstances wherein I now find 
myself. I said to myself that my friendship wonld make op 
in yonr eyes for the advantages of fortune, and I knew yon 
sufficiently to expect that you would appreciate the quiet, 
comfort which my affection intended to give you. Being now 
obliged to adopt an extreme resolution, and secure my rest 
and freedom by residing at Paris for six months in the year, I 
tremble 'to ask you to devote yonr time to me. Far from 
claiming as a right the execntion of the promise which you 
gave me, I am quite prepared to forego it entirely. If your 
noble conduct towards me is due to considerations of honour 
on your part, you may resume yonr freedom of action without 
losing any of my esteem. 

No, my dear boy, I do not wish to owo anything bnt to 
yonr friendship. I will not shirk the gratitude for which I 
am indebted to you by considering your sacrifice as the 
fnlGlment of a duty. I shall, all my life, look npon it as a 
proof of afCeotion so great that I can never adequately 
acknowledge it. I shall always say to myself that it was 
ont of friendly devotion, and not out of scruples of conscience, 
that yoa accepted my proposal, modified as it is by my home 
troubles. 

I retnm yon the two letters which yon entmsted to me. 
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I perfectly perceive the pecaniaiy disadvaiitages likely to 
result from yoar leaving the Bertrands. Nohody will perceive 
how aoble and disinterested yoar coudaot is. Tour mother 
alone will be able to appreciate it. I tnnst confess that I am 
grieved at the idea that the secret of my home may become 
known to others besides yourself. I know fait well that 
your mother will keep that secret as jealoosly as yoa ; but 
death, that nnforeeeen and inevitable accident, may strangely 
alter the destination of writings. My principle is to destroy 
without delay every paper conveying intelligence whose dis- 
closure might injure or destroy anybody's reputation or 
happiness. That is the only reason that induced me to ui^ 
you to bum my letter. Should you pass it on to your mother, 
you will, therefore, pray her to do so. Yoo ought, like 
myself, to understand the nsefnlness of that precaution. 
Should anybody butcher or yourself find out my husband's 
ianlts, I should ever regret having committed them to paper. 

As for Madame Saint A , I scarcely feel surprised to 

learn of her offidout intentions towards me, I never was so 
simple as to put my faith jn her ; therefore, whatever conduct 
she may adopt, I shall not feel concerned by it. 

I cannot promise anything with regard to the journey to 
Nimes. Pecuniary considerations are not the chief reasons 
for my relinquishing the execution of that project. The 
expenses connected with such a journey cannot be very 
great. But I shall henceforth be in a position that wilt 
require mach prudence in everything I may do. The good 
understanding which, despite my separation from my husband, 
I wish to preserve in all that relates to my son, will compel 
me to act with as much caution when away as when with him. 
I have already noticed that he does not relish that prospect. 
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Iq fatare I mast not give him any legitimate caaBe of 
oompl&int, otherwise nil the resalts of xay energy would be 
lost, and I should have provided weapons against myself. 

I also feel quite miserable at not having a farthing of 
which I can now dispose. Were I in Paris, I coald find yon 
money in the coarse of a day. I wonld sell my clothes rather 
than fail to render yon a service ; but here, what am I to do ? 
I stand in a very delicate position towards my hnsband. I 
am in debt to him. That is to say, I have received advances 
on account of the income he has agreed to pay me. That did 
not prevent me, on receipt of yonr letter, reqaesting from 
him a fresh advance, which he rather politely, bat very 
decidedly, refused. Pity me, for I never corse my want of 
order and economy so much as when, owing to it, I feel 
anable to help friends I If, however, yea could not find 
money elsewhere, I wonld contrive to borrow some without 
its being known, although I am already sunk in debt, which 
I shall repay God alone knows how I Reply to me withont 
delay, poete re$lante. La Cb&tre. 

My domestic embarrassments are clearing up a little. My 
brother helps me, and offers to place his Paris residence at my 
disposal until next March. lo the meantime he will stay 
here with his wife. I shall then (that is, in March) come 
back and spend some time at Nobant, to instal you there. 
X shall now start for Paris as soon as I feel better. I am 
still very poorly. If you can spend a day at Ch&teauroux 
I shall let yoa know, in order that we may have a chat 
when I am passing through that town. 

Good-bye, my dear boy; I am yet very weak, but I still 
possess enough head and heart to appreciate and feel deeply 
what yon are doing for me. Though, with Spartan ruthless- 
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neBS, yoa may decline my blessiags, I will obaesa yoa nntit 
death frith my thanks and ny tfij^rafifude. Take tj ax you 
like, OB saya my good old priest. 

Good night then, my dear son ; speak of me to yonr dear 
mother. Tell her that, though unacquainted with her, I vene- 
rate her, or rather that, though having never seen her, I know 
her quite well. I certainly wish that she knew me; and was 
aware how dear to me is her son. 



To Maurice Dudevant, Nokant, 

Paris, JaTtuary, 1831. 
Mt diub Child, 

I reached here very tired 1 I was obligsd to stop for a 
few hours at Orleans. The post-chaise was very draughty, 
and I was frozen. I only arrived ta Paris at midnight. I was 
greatly embarrassed as to what to do with my coach, which I 
could not very well leave in the street all night, as there 
is no yard in the honse where I live. I, at last, bethought 
myself of the " H6tel de Xarbonne." * where I sent it for 
shelter. I warmed and rested myself, and manned to 
conclude most satisfactorily a business arrangement which 
had caused me great anxiety. I am now going to move in my 
furniture, take some further rest, and retam to yon, my 
darling, in a week's time at latest. 

Kiss your papa and your big darling f for me. You 
promised to write at once ; why did you fail to do so, yoa 

* George Sand's property at Paria. 
■^ "• + Solange, Uanrioe's sister. 
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little rogne \ I have not yet had time to see your uncle. I 
think that I shall see Mm to-day. 

Good-bye, sweet darling, I send yon a thonsand kisses. 

TODB MOTHEB. 
What do yon wish me to bring yoa ? 



To THE Same. 

Paris, 6(A January, 183L 

I received yonr letter, my dear boy. I was quite 
grieved to learn that yon had been ill ; yoa ate too mnch 
chocolate, I recollect. Yoa mnst not eat any more, but take 
care of yourself. I hope that yoa will soon write to say that 
you are quite well again. 

Best assured, my little love, that I also was very sorry to 
leave yon, and shall be very happy to see yon again. Yon 
know well that I sboald have preferred to bring yon with me 
rather than come to Paris alone } but yon would not have had 
mnch amusement here. Yoa would not have been so well as 
at Nohant, where everybody loves and takes care of you. 

Boocoirao, who also loves you well, will soon be with you 
and teach yon your lessons without tiring you. Yon know 
foil well that he is not a barsb fellow ; therefore, you mnst 
not fret because of his coming. Yoa know bow everybody 
pets yon, and is pleased whenever you are diligent ; your papa, 
and above all your mamma, who wonld be so happy to see you 
a good scholar and quite amiable I Yon must, therefore, be 
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Tery good and cheerful ; play, eat, ran aboat to your heart's 
content, love me well, and vrite to me. 

Good-bye, my dear cbild ; I send yon a thonsand kisses. 

Tell me all about your little sister, and kiss ber for me. 



ToDE Mamma. 



To THE Same. 



Pabib, lOffc /owwory, 1831. 
I am very anxions aboat yon, my dear child. Ton 
wrote to tell me that yon bad been ill; are yoa not better 
vow ? I shall feel very grieved if I do not hear from yoa 
to-day. I want yon to write to me pnnctuaUy twice a week ; 
if nnwell, request yoar papa or your ancle to write tbemselres. 
Ab for me, I am in good health and go aboat a great deal; 
bat, as I work in the evening, I have not as yet beeo to the 
play. I called three times upon jonr grandmamma Dudevant 
without seeing her. It seems that she often goes out. I left 
yoar letter, and will call npon ber again to-day. 

I have already ascertaiued the price of yoar National 
Guard uniform ; it will be very pretty. I shall add to it a 
sh&ko with a red plume. I wish yon could see the Orleans 
HuBsars. Yoa would like to be dressed as they are. They 
wear bluish-gray vests, trimmed with black sheep's wool, and 
red breeches \ their plume is black, and nothing could be more 
elegant. 

I saw M. Blaize,* who inquired anxioosly about yon. Tell 
your papa to inform Madame Cecerf that 1 conveyed ber 



* An artist who, the jeor before, painted miniature portraits ol 
George Sand and her son. 
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message. Aak him also to give me some news respectiiLg 
Madame Bnteil. I have as yet no leienre for writing letters. 
Yon are the only person to whom I write. 

Give mj lore to yoar papa, as also to yonr ancle and annt. 
Tell yonr nnole that while coming down his stairs rather 
heavily I hroke a dossen of the steps. Give a good kiss to 
yonr sister from her mamma ; does she ever talk about me f 
And L^atine> how is she getting od T Give me some news of 
everybody, and remember me to EngSnie, Fran^ise, etc. 

Good-bye, my dear chemb. Write to me, and above all 
things take care of year health. Be a good boy, and always 
love yonr moUier, who kisses yon a thousand times over. 



To Jules Boucoisan, Ch&teaureux. 

Paus, Wednttday, l&fk January, 1831. 
Dub Fbixnd, 

At last I am free, bat I am far away from my children. 
When yoD are with them I shall not be so sad at their 
absence; I mean to ' that anxiety will not he added to my 
sadness. Thanks, ' thanks, dear hoy t May God retam 

to yonr mother al e good which yoa will do to my son. 
Talk often to him jont me, that he may not forget to love 
me. When leaving, I left word that yoa were to oconpy 
whatever room yon might choose. If they should not re- 
member, see that yon get it on yonr arrival. I do not speak 
of the conduct which yoa should lead towards my husband in 
order to maintain all necessary good understanding. Yon are 
DOW aware that yoa mast avoid siding with me, or rns the 
risk of being hated ; that yon most listen to the most upjast 
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and absurd paradoxes witboat eviacing any disapproval, etc 
I know myself that tbs friendly regard to which yoa are 
entitled will not always be displayed towards yoa. The heart 
is hardened, and will not soften down for yoa. 

It is important that yoar aathority over Maarioe shoald be 
great ; bat yon mast not appear to dispate that aothority 
with his father. On the contrary, yon should affect to adhere 
to all he may say to you, tboagh yon may eventasUy act as 
yon think fit. Being fickle in his ideas, he does not care 
whether his advice be followed or not Yoa mast next be 
very cantions regarding oar correspondence. Yon mast 
bring into play all yoar nataral wisdom. Pray write to me at 
least once a week, and in case Maarice shoald be serioosly ill, 
let me know at once. They would not fail to do so them- 
selves, I am sare of it ; bat they woald not mind exaggerating 
bis illness, either to precipitate my retam or to grieve me. 
They have already done me enough injary as it ia, often for 
the sole sake of hurting me. Bat you will tell me the trath ; 
and shoald one of my children fall ill I shall entirely follow 
yoar advice as regards coming home or staying here. Ac- 
cording to the information received from yoa I shall be 
anxions or not. I know that yoa will spare me all anxiety 
and trouble as long as yoa can, and that yoa will not delude 
me into blind confidence. 

I shall write to yoa at greater length in a few days, to 
acquaint yoo with what I am doing here. I am embarking on 
the stormy ocean of literatare. For we must live. I am not 
rich now, but I am in good health, and, so long as letters 
from yon tell me of your friendship and give me particalara 
about my son, I shall feel cheerful. 
r^ One more word, bowevw, before wishing yoa good night. 
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Yoa miauDderstood me if yoa thought that I refosed to 
accompany yop to Nlmes because of proprtefiw, of what j^u&Itc 
ojn'nton might have said. ProfTuiies are the rale of people 
without soul or Tirtne. Public opinion is but a prostitute, 
that sells herself to those who pay her best. On the other 
hand, my refusal was not prompted by viy desire not to 
displease my husband. I will explain myself. It was not 
because of the ilUhumonr, or of the bitter or sarcastic 
reproaches which my going to Nimes might have provoked. 
You very properly remarked that I braved the hnmour and 
bore those reproaches on maoy other occasions. I will add 
that I did 80 in favonr of people for whom I cared a great 
deal less than for yourself. But I refused for your own sake. 
I do not wish you to become an object of diffidence and 
aversion which they might seek to keep off. Yon intend 
staying more than two years with as ? I do not know how 
long you will stay, but I only wish it were for the whole of 
life. Therefore, were I to express for yon marked preference, 

special regard, it would be oonstmed Besides, yon 

know what t'n the past was the result of similar conduct on my 
part. They taught me to conceal my noblest affections as 
though they were gnilty sentiments. Not wishing to break 
them off, I will, because of yourself, my dear Jules, resort to a 
dissimulation which I shoald disdain for my own sake. 

Good-bye, dear boy ; I love yon dearly, and will always be 
yonr second mother. Write to me as soon as yoa arrive at 
Nohant. Tell me how they speak of me Uiere. It is always 
a good thing to know what other people think of yon. 

With mnch love. 
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To Madame Maurice Dupin, ChartevilU. 

Fasu, 18th January, 1831. 
Mt duk uttli Mauu, 

Friend Pierret read to me this morning tlie passage is 
yoar letter coDcerning me. I thautc ;on for the desire which 
yon ezpieBs of seeing ma It is quite reciprocal. I con- 
template staying here at least a conple of months, therefore I 
cannot fail to kiss yon this year. I dare not request yon to 
hasten yonr return for my sake. It might grieve Caroline, who 
ia so delighted to faare yon with her. She might r^roach me 
with taking you away. Do not believe, as you seem to infer 
in your letter to onr friend Pierret, that I cherish any feeling 
of jealousy against my sister. That would he very hase of 
me. I should not like to entertain any such feeling evea 
against a person indifferent to me, and still less i^iost my 
sister. 

Ton wish to know what I oatne to Paris for. I suppose 
I came, like ereiyhody else, to enjoy myself and study fine 
arts, which are only to be found in their splendour here. 
I visit all the maseame ; I am taking lessons in drawing, and 
am so busy with it all that I can scarcely make any call. I 
have not yet been to Saint Cloud. For several days that trip 
has already been arranged between Pierret and myself; but 
has had to be pot off on account of the had weather. I have 
not yet seen M. de Villenenve,* or my friends from the 
convent. I have no time to make calls ; besides, it involves 
dressing and a lot of ceremony, of which I am weary. It is 
so long since I went into society that I almost forget all about 
the formalities of drawing-rooms, I want to live a tittie for 
myself. It is high time. 

* Ooont Beni do Yilkneuve, Qeorge Sand's cousin. 
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I often receive letters from my little Maurice. He and 
bis sister are qaite well. Maarice has an excellent totor 
settled with him for at least two years. That security gives 
me a little more liberty. Not being absolutely indispensable 
to my boy, I intend coming to Paris oftener than previously, 
unless I should grow tired of the capital, which might very 
well happen. Bat until now it has not been the case, and 
Bhonld I still feel satisfied with my stay, I shall not go home 
before the bi^nning of April. 

As you will see, dear mamma, I cannot fail to hiss you 
this winter; for you are not likely to stay away all that time. 
If, however, that should be the case, I should, on my way 
back to Nohant, go to CharleviUe to spend a week with yon. 
That would aSord me the pleasure of kissing my sister as 
well as yourself ; but I again say so, I in no wise wish you 
to leave her for ma Yon ought- to appreciate the delicacy of 
the feeling which compels me to ^press with reserve the 
desire whioh I have to kiss my dear mamma. 

Yon intend making a present to Maurice f I dare not 
tell you that it would be better to make two to Oscar. I 
know the pleasure which giving affords, and I tenderly thank 
yon for Maurice and myself. 

To M. Charlbs Duvbrnbt, La Ck&tre. 

Fabib, 19f& January, 1631. 
Ut dub Couusx, 

A week ago we decided upon writing to yon; but, 
wishing to combine tbe wit of foar, we had agreed upon 
writing together — Alphonse,* Jnles,t Pyat,J and myself. But 

• Alphonse Karr. t •TdIh Sandeau. X ^^'i^ ^^^ 

VOUl " 
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as it is a rather difficolt matter to be together aU fonr at 
once, I made up my miDd to begin alone. I mast first tell 
yon, my dear friend, tliat it is very ridiculous of yoa to go 
back to Nobant just as I leave iL Yon might easily have 
postponed yoar retnm for one or two months. It would have 
been lovely to be here all together. 

True, we should not bare hod the banks of the Indre, but 
the Seine ia more wholesome. We shonld not hare had the 
Cowperies, but the Tnileriea could hare replaced them with 
advantage. Wo should not have drunk country milk out 
of rural and coarse bowls, but we should bare breathed the 
balmy air of fried potatoes and apple fritters on the Pont 
Neof, which is quite welcome when people have not a penny 
to pay for a dinner. Conld yon not quietly murder yonr com 
dealer, in order to come up here to fetch another from 
Etampes or the neighbourhood 7 I am in favour of stabbing; 
it is a method so generally accepted that those who resort to 
it cannot be blamed. 

All joking aside, my good Charlie, we often talk about 
you, and long for your presence, your cheerful bamour, your 
kind friendship, and your bad puns. 

Your cousin, De Latonche, has been very kind to me. 
Give my thanks to your mother for the help she afforded to 
me on that occurrence. Occurrence is good, is it not ? Alas I 
if your cousin only knew to what heavy blockhead he ia 
rendering a service, be would doubtless rebnke yoa for baring 
indnced him to do so. We had better not say anything about 
it. In his presence I am charming ; I bow most gracefully, 
I take small piocbes of tobacco, spilling as little as I can 
on his fine white-ground carpet. I do not lean my elbows 
on my knees, I do not tumble about upon the chairs; in 
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short, I am quite nice. Too bare never Been me at all 
like it. 

He patiently listened to the reading of my light pro- 
dnctions. The Ga%d^ had not the etrangth to carry them. 
They would have required two donkeys to drag them so far. Ho 
told me that they were very, very good, hat devoid of common 
sense. To which I replied : " Quite true." That I mast do it 
all over agaiu. To which I said : " That may be." That I 
should do well to begin again. To which I retorted : 
" Enough ! " 

As for the iietitM 3s Pane, the people there were quite 
aETable. We took them a most extraordinary article, to which 
Julea appended his signature, and of which he wrote the best 
part, for I was quite in a fever. Besides which, I am not like 
him, acqaainted with the sublime style of the Revue do Paris. 
The editor thought the article very good, and solemnly 
promised to secure its insertion. I have resolved to associBte 
Jnles with my labours. 

I am delighted for the sake of Jules ; for that proves that he 
is likely to succeed. I have resolved to associate him with my 
labours, or myself with his, as yon may please to pat it. Be 
it as it may, he lends me his name, as I do not wish mine to 
appear, and I will lend him my aid whenever he may require 
it. Do not divulge the secret of that literary partnership. (I 
tnily possess a delightful choice of expressions.) They speak 
of me so nnmercifnlly at La Ch&tre (you must be aware of it), 
that that would be my death-blow. 

After all, I care not what they may think. The only 
opinion which I respect is that of my friends ; I can dispense 
with the appreciation of other people. For, up to the present, 

* A nickname of M. Alphonse Flsary, of La Cb&tre. 

a 2 
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that appreciation has not, for aaght I know, prevented m; 
living withoat gxcessire trouble, thanks to God and a ieir 
hvpeda who grant me their aSeotions. 

I did not mention Jules to M. dd Latonche; his protection 
is -not very easy to obtain, I was told. Bat for yonr mamma's 
recommendation I might vaial; hare looked for it. I there- 
fore apprehend that he might refuse to extend it to two 
persons. I told him that Sandeau was the name of a coantiy- 
man of mine who had kindly consented to lend it to me. 

In this I was following his advice ; for, I may as well tell 
it yon, M. VSron, the chief editor of the B»vue, hates women, 
and will not have anything to do with them. He is affected 
by scrofula. 

You must decide whether it is opportune to explain to 
your mamma why Bandeau's name will appear in the JZevue; 
you must also ascertain whether she will speak to M. de 
Latonche about it. It would be best to tell her that Jules 
lends me his name. When we are strong enough to nse our 
own wings I shall let him have alt the hononr of the publi- 
cation, and we shall share the profits (should there be any). 
For that ia the only thing that tempts my material and 
positive mind. I spend more than my income ; I must either 
earn money or begin to acquire habits of order and economy. 
But I am so unlikely ever to realise that last altematiTe, that 
it is hopeless even to think of it. 

I am here for a short time — that is to say, for two or three 
months; after which I shall go home again, there to work 
hard at night and ride about all day, according to my sweet 
habit, to the great scandal and dissatisfaction of our worthy 
townsfolk. Should they apeak ill of me, do not, my dear 
friend, tronble to defend me. Let them talk. 
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Qoietly warm yonr feet, wear comfortable slippers, and be 
philosophical. I am the latter, and possess the former; and^ 
above all, even thoagh it should be a sabject of slander for 
people, I entertain for ;oa an old and sincere friendship. I 
am not of those who sacrifice their friends to their enemies. 

Good eTening, comrade; I embrace yon. 



To Maurice Dudevant, Nofiant. 

Pabis, ZWh, Janwmj, 1831. 
Ml DIAB BOT, 

Ton mnst have received a letter from me one or two 
days after that which yon wrote to me. Tell yoar papa to send 
toe some money. As soon as he does so, I shall send your 
National Guard nniform. I several times saw your grand- 
mamma Dodevant. She did not say anything about money, 
and I do not care to ask her for any. You must tell your 
papa all abont that. I now only possess what is absolutely 
necessary for my own nse, and cannot afford an outlay of 
about fifty francs, at least, without borrowing. That is indeed 
what I shall do, unless I receive some money soon ; for yon 
are very anxiouB to get that uniform, and I too am anxious to 
send it to you. Reply at once, and enclose in your letter a 
piece of thread giving me the size of your head, that I may 
also buy the shako. Tell your papa to take your exact 
measore, so that your tonic and trousers may not be too big. 
Your grandmamma Dnpin, who is at Charleville, wrote to 
M. Picrret to buy you a toy as a New Year's gift. I shall put 
it in the box with a doll for L^ontinc, and one for Solange. 
I am very glad that yon are well, my love ; but 1 do not 
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want yon to have any trouble. That woald greatly i 
my own. t^ast night I dreamed that yon were very ill, 
and I woke up crying. Fortunately an honr afterwards I 
received yoor papa's letter and year own. Enjoy yourself, 
and only think of me to remember that I love yoa dearly and 
shall soon return to you. 

Bouooiran most now be at Nohant. Yoa are going to be 
busy. He will play with you when you have learned yonr 
leseoDS. Tou mast write and say whether your tutor is 
satisfied with you; if so, your little mamma will be very 
happy, and will love yoa still more. You will be good, for 
my sake ; will you not, dear child 7 

Kiss your papa, and take care to please him. Kiss your 
nncle and aunt also, your sister and L^outine. Afi for your- 
self, my dear love, I send yoa a thousand kisses. Yoa know 
that you are what I prize most in this world. Love me too, 
and always keep in good health. 

Does Solange ever speak of her mamma 7 See that she 
doee not forget me. 

YonB MOTHIB. 



To M. Jules Boucoiran, Nokant. 

Pa£I3, 12fA F^ytwtrs, 1831. 
Mt deab Bot, 

Thanks for yoar kind letter; pray write to me often. 
It is only from yoa that I get any reliable information as to 
the exact state of my children. Tell Maurice to write to me, 
and, as regards bis letters to me, do not interfere with hia 
vrriting, his orthography, or his style. I like his naivetes and 
his little scribblings. I do not wish that he shoold consider 
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the bonr devoted to writiDg to me a time of laboar. One 
page twice a week, that will not interfere with hia progress. 
I am very pleased that he realises the aecessity of learning 
withont shedding too many tears. Once accustomed to it; he 
will not find himself more miserable after than before. 

My husband informs me that yon are getting thin and are 
onder treatment. Are yon really cored, my dear boy t Take 
care of yourself, do not sleep without a fire, as yon used to do 
last year through sheer neglect, and always keep some refresh- 
ing bererage in yonr room. I, the great Nobaat physician, 
would treat yoa eo; frofeaso. What has become of all the 
patients in the village, since I am no longer there to kill or 
care them ? 

I mnst tell yon in confidence that I have had here the 
opportnnity of bringing my talents into practice; with 

whom? you could never guess 1 With Madame P , my 

implacable enemy. The unfortnnate woman has just made a 
very mournful journey to Paris, where she came to bury a son 
who was twenty years old. She was broken down and almost 
dying with grief when I chanced to hear of her position. I 
at once hastened to call on her and fonnd her Burronnded by 
several yonng persons, who wept over their dead friend and 
deplored the poor disconsolate mother's being left without a 
woman to soothe her affliction. I sat up all night with her. 
A sad night it was I But, when she recognised me and, 
forgetting her enmity towards me, thanked me with effusion, 
I felt what a pure sweet feeling is a noble revenge, that is, the 
revenge which consists in returning good for evil. We left 
each other quite reconciled. I should wager that at La Cb&tre, 
and above all at Nohant, my conduct would be looked upon 
as a mark of insanity. Do not say anything about it; and 
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Bbould people mention it aud bring impatations against me, 
let them go on talking. 

I do not believe, my dear boy, in all the disappointments 
-nhicb people predict to me as regards the literary career upon 
which I endeavonr to enter. People should know what are the 
motives which nrge me to do so, and what aim I have in view. 
My husband has set down my private expenses at 3,000 
francs. Yon know that that is little for me, who like to 
give and cannot hear to receive. I therefore only pnrpoee 
increasing my income from some other sonrce. I have no 
ambition to he known, and shall not be. I shall not attract 
either the envy or the hatred of any one. Most writers, I 
know, lead livea of anguish aud struggle -, hut those whose 
sole ambition is to earn a livelihood live in peaceable obscurity. 
B^raoger, the great B^ranger himself, despite his glory and 
fame, lives quietly apart from all coteries. It would therefore 
be very odd if a paltry talent like mine coald not withhold 
itself from the public gase. Tho time is gone when publishers 
used to watt at the doors of anthors. It is the reverse now. 
Of all callings, that of an author is, perhaps, the most inde- 
pendent and the most obscure, so long as one is free from 
pride and /an/aronnotie. When people tell me that gl(yni is a 
fresh trouble which I lay in store for myself at some fntnre 
date, I cannot help laaghing at the word glory {not a very 
happy one indeed), as also at all those commonplaces which 
only apply to genius or to vanity. As I lack both, I hope 
that I never shall become acquainted with any of those vexa- 
tions which are supposed to be inevitable. I was invited to 
TO to KSratry's and Madame B^camier's soir6es. I have had 
^ good sense to decline the invitations. I go to K^ratry's 
. .^morning and we converse by the fireside. I told him 
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how we cried when readingf U dernier dea Beaumanoir. He 
replied that he feels more that kind of success thao the appro- 
bation of 6 drawiDg-room. He is a most worthy man. I 
depend much upon his protection to sell my novelette, which 
is abont to be published in the Beime de Paris, I, at last, 
know it for a certainty; it will be a very important thing 
for me. 

That is what I have done so far. Good-bye, my dear boy ; 
I embrace you cordially. I am obliged to mn about a great 
deal, make nnmerons calls, and work very hard ; that is the 
only unpleasant side of the profession which I have taken up. 
When I hare overcome the first obstacles I shall rest. 



To M. DuTBiL, Barrister^ La CMtre. 

Fauis, \U\ Felmtary, 1B31. 
DiAB Fbishd, 

The country was imperilled, and I was busy defending 
it, that is why I did not answer yoa before. Now that, thanks 
to my exertions, France is saved, I revert to my friends, I 
resume my private life and rest on my glory. 

Ton are possibly aware that we have just had a diminutive 
revolution; very small indeed, a storm in a tea-cup, a tiny 
revolution, yet as such very acceptable. I say possibly, 
becaose while people were hurling missals * at each other's 
heads in the streets of Paris, it is just possible that, being basy 
singing, drinking, laughing, or sleeping, yoa did not read a 
single column of a newspaper, and are scarcely aware that 

* Miaaalfl aa mtHtlej — the Archbiebop's palacs having been pillaged 
during a riot. 
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FraDce was again about to perish, an event wticli wonld 
infalliblj have occurred bnt for the impartial condact and 
the firm attitude which I displayed in those difficult circum- 
Btances I 

I have done wonders with M. Doris-Dufresne ; I did all I 
conld to deserve being ejected by him, were he not kindness 
and meekness itself. He did all in bia power in favour of 

M. M and another person whom I recommended to him, 

and in whom I felt as greatly interested. All he conld obtain 
was promises, what are called hopes, a word which appears to 
me to be made for dopes. I need not tell you that I seized 
every opportunity of reviving his zeal. Still it would be a 
mistake, and a very great injustice, to believe that M. 
Snris-Dnfresne displayed any bad grace in his endeavoorB to 
serve me 1 

You must consider bow he is placed to-day. By examining 
the progress of events, you will easily explain the facility with 
which be at first secured good appointments for his friends, 
and the difficulty which be meets with to-day when merely 
soliciting ordinary sitQations. At the outset of the new 
Government, the lafayette party (that is to say, Messrs. de 
Tracy, EusSbe Salverte, De Fodenas, Duris-Dufresne, etc.) was 
on the best of terms with the Execntive. Those gentlemen 
bad just made a King, and that £ing could not refuse any- 
thing to them. That was only natural. But, as they were 
not blackguards, having been the dupes of the Edtel de 
Yille pramUea, tbey did not cringe before the Sire, Unlike 
Guizot, Boyer-Collard, Dupin, and others of the same stamp, 
they did not say to him : 

"Majesty, yon may do as you please; we are your very 
humble servants, and will enforce yonr dictates, just or unjast. 
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absDrd or reasoBable, becsDse yon have giveD ns higli positione 
and honours." 

Tho Lafayette party — ^that ia, the Extreme Left — seeing 
deceit and diplomatic tarpitndea creeping into the spirit of tbe 
Government, and thwarting the progresa of popnlar instita- 
tiona by which they had bean secnred, took offence, and very 
resolately went otof to the Opposition. 

We cannot donbt their being in earnest. In serving the 
Government they could have preserved the favoars and good 
graces of the Court. They prefer the right of speaking accord- 
ing to their consciences, a right which only produces acrimony 
in others and sore throats for ourselves. 

I am not of their way of thinking 1 I like laughing, and 
am selfish enough to feel amused at everything, even at other 
people's fears. Snt I esteem and admire the conduct of those 
old veterans, who, as regards liberty, want everything or 
nothing, and who are denounced as being mad because 
incapable of selling themselves. 

I, therefore, believe that Dnris-Dufresne's influence is 
terribly low. He has lost with the Government what he has 
gained in popularity. It is no fault of his if he cannot obtain 
anything, for the poor old soul wears oat many pairs of boots 
in order to obUge his fellow-creatures. Do you not know 
M. de Bondy ? He is in high favour now, and in a very fine 

position. If the M family has any intercourse with him 

(which I think it has — unless I dreamt it), I shall willingly 
andertake any measure that may be required. Tell F— 
about it, and give her a kiss for me; I shall write to her in a 
few days. 

For the present I am overwhelmed with work ; work 
which, unfortunately, is very barren in its resalts. I still live 
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in hope. Besides, see Low straoge it is : literature becomes a 
passion. The more obataclee, the more difficulties yoa perceive, 
the more ambitions yon are of orercoming them. Yet yon 
would be quite mistaken if yoa thought that I am possessed 
by the lore of glory. That latter expression always provokes 
my laughter. I desire to earn a little money; and, since in 
order to do bo I most create for myself a name in literature, I 
try to obtain one (a fancy one). I endeavonr to write articles 
for the newspapers. I sncceed only with infinite trouble and 
dog^d perBevexance. Had I foreseen half the difficulties 
which I meet with, I should never have embraced that career. 
Kow, the more obstacles I find, the greater my desire to get 
on. I shall, however, aoon go home again, and perhaps before 
succeeding in launching my boat; but still with the hope of 
doing better the next time, and with schemes of work more 
assiduous than ever. 

We must have a passion in life. I was growing weary 
for want of one. The active and often needy life which I 
lead here banishes the spleen. I feel thoroughly well, and 
when yoo see me again yoo will notice that I am quite 
cheerful. 

With all this, I hope that oar good Agasta's* health 
will keep good, and that I shall find her again fresh and 
lively. We shall yet dance tbe ftourre'et together. 

Good-bye, my dear friend. Should yon have any ideas 
send them to me; for in our days, ideas are rare and 
precious things. People write because it is a calling ; bat 
they do not think because they cannot afford the time. 
Events pass too quickly and leave ns quite dazzled. 

* Uadame Dnteil. 

1" A national dance in certain ports of Prance, similar to the jig. 
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"Writera (says the sablime De Latoache) are tools. la 
oar days, they are not men ; they are pons t " 

And, when attering their twaddle, other people mnst go 
into fits of admiration and pretend to he quite taken aback 
for fear of being looked apoa as asses. 

Good evening. With cordial lore to Agaata and 
yonrselF. 



Tq Maurice Dudevant, Nohant, 

Faub, iredM«mIay ffenin^, 16t& February, 1831. 

Mt dkab Bot, 

I had no time to put a word for yon in year ancle's 
letter. I received your note this morning. I am very glad 
to know that yon are well and enjoying yoarself. I should 
be most happy to see yon, dear child, bat very sorry that 
yon shoald be here aow. There ia no pleasure here. People 
are all qaarrelling, murdering one another in the streets, 
pnlling down the churches, and beating drums all night. 
Ton are much better off at Nohant, where everybody loves 
you, and you may mn abont and enjoy yoarself without 
seeing wicked people fighting one another. 

Good-bye, my dear boy; be always diligent, write to 
me often, and kiss yoar papa, your little sister, aad 
Boncoiran for me. Tour little sister and yoarself I love 
more than anything else in this world, and send yoa a 
ihonsand kisses. 
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To M. Jules Boucoiran, Nohant. 

Pabm, Uh. Uarth, 1831. 
Mt dea£ Bot, 

Thanks for haTing written, I only lire by what 
relates to Maurice, and the information respecting him which 
roaches ma throngh you is the sweetest and dearest. Love 
him well, the poor little dear! do not spoil him, and yet 
do your best to make him happy. Yon possess what is 
necessary to educate him without making him miserable : 
firmness and kindness. Tell me whether he learns his 
lessons cheerfully. When with him, I can display severity; 
but at a distance, all my weakness as a mother is roused 
and the mere thought of his tears causes me to weep. Yes, 
indeed, I suffer much, separated from my children. That 
suffering is cruel. But it is not a time to give way to 
lamentations; another month here, and I shall clasp them 
to la:^ bosom. Until then, I most attend to my undertaking. 

I am more than ever iuteut upon following a literary career. 
In spite of the repngnance which I sometimes experience, 
despite the days of idleness and fatigue which cause me 
to break off my work, in spite of the life, more than quiet, 
which I lead here, I feel that henceforth my existence has 
ftn aim. I hare a purpose in view, a task before me, and, 
if I may use the word, a passion. For the profession of 
writing is nothing else hut a violent, iudestmctible passion. 
When it has once entered people's heads it never leaves 
them. 

I met with no success. My work was looked upon as. 
unlikely by the people whose opinion I courted. Their 
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convictioQ is that there is too much morality and virtue in it 
to make it appear probable in the eyes of the public. That 
is qaite correct. The poor public must be serred aooording 
to their tastes, and I am going to follow the fashion. It 
will not be good. I wash my hands of it. They agree to 
receive my production in the .Revue de Taria, but they 
keep me waiting. Known anthers are to pass before me. 
Nothing could be more proper. I therefore exercise patience- 
I am endeaTouring to get contributions into the MoAb and 
the Artiste, two periodicals similar to the Eevue. It would be 
odd if I did not succeed with any. 

In the meantime, I must live. For that parpose I am 
doing the meanest of work. I write articles for the Figaro. 
If you only knew what it is ! Bat they pay seven francs 
for a column ; besides which it enables me to eat and drink 
and even go to the play, by patting into practice certain 
advice which you gave me. It affords me the opportunity 
of making most useful and amusing observations. When 
intending to write, people must see and know everythiag 
and laagb at everything. Ah, npon my word, there is 
nothing like an artist's life. Our motto is Ubtrty. 

That is, however, a rather exaggerated boast. We do 
not precisely enjoy liberty at the Figaro. M. de Latonche, 
oar worthy director (ah I you ought to know the fellow), is 
always hanging over ns, cutting, pruning, right or wrong, 
imposing npon ns his whims, his aberrations, his fancies, and 
we have to write as he bids ; for, after all, that is his affair. 
We are bat his working tools. At present I am nothing but 
a vjorhing journalist (ouvrier joumaliste), an asaiatartt editor 
(jrarcon redaeteur). When seeing the platitudes which I have 
scribbled being eagerly snatched by twenty pairs of hands, 
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which fight over them ; when conaidermg that those same 
platitudes are pasBing oader the eye« of beoeTolent readers, 
whose lot it is to be mystified, I csnnot help laughing at 
them and at myself I I sometimes see them trying to guess 
enigmas without word or meaning, and I help them to get 
muddled. I yesterday wrote an article for Madavw Duvemet. 
People say it is for M. de QuSlen,* so yon may judge. 

Good-bye, my dear boy ; please to kiss for me my brother, 
and my ntter, if the will allow you. Tell 'Polyte t to write 
more frequently. Shat up as I am in my worthy director's 
office of witticisms from nine o'clock in the morning to fi7e in 
the evening, I scarcely hare any time to devote to my own 
correspondence, but I like to receive letteiB from Nohant. 
It soothes both my head and my heart. 

I kiss you and love you well. Tell me what yon are now 
teaching Maurice. 

I have again seen E^ratry, and have had quite enougb 
of him. Alas ! celebrities should not be scanned too 
closely. 

De loin c'ett quelqae cho8e,t etc. (It looks important at a 
distance.) 

I am still qnite in love with M. Dnris-Dufresne. I saw 
Madame Bertrand at the Chamber of Deputies. She was 
behind me in the ladies' gallery ; I offered her my seat. I 
was polite, she gracious, and that ends the story, 

* Archbishop of Paris at the time, 
t Abbreriation of Hippolyte. 

X AUosion to Lafoataine's fable, "The Camels and the Floating 
Sticks." 
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To M. Charles Duvbrnbt, La Ch&tre. 

FiBU, m March, 1831. 

Yon are hopelessly lasj, my clear comrade. Were we 
not old friends, I should get cross with yon; bat I mast 
forgive yoo, for I sappose old frieods cannot mend their ways 
in a day. Are yon aware that yoa are doing fine things 
here F It is really very fanny. The rerolation is permanent, 
like the sittings of the Chamber. Tet we live as gaily in the 
midst of bayonets, riots, and min, as though we were folly 
in peace. It amnsea me. It is a pity for those who dislike it, 
but in this world we most langh or weep over what passes 
before as. Althoagh I sometimes cry like anybody else, ia 
most cases I laagh. 

Tell me, my dear comrade ; it seems that yoa are at times 
sabject to fits of spleen ? How can yoa avoid them ? With 
me troable does not leave a very deep impression ; with yoa 
care seems to stick, at least I am so inclined to believe from 
some seotencea in yoor letter. I am not in the least sorpriaed 
to hear it; the air of year part of the coontry is rather 
heavy to breathe, society there is not ovei^refined, the gossip 
one hears is not witty, neither are the pteosares one enjoys 
very lively. Life is worth living anywhere, I know, bat one 
mast have interests, a home, some private occupation, a 
purpose and advantages. At your age there is nothing of the 
sort, and at mine , , , what should I say f They are not 
sofficient. A little patience I at forty we shall be the best 
BerrichonB in the world. 

In the meaatime, we most vary our life. Instead of 
lecturing to yoa I would advise yoa to come to Paris 
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as often aa possible. I am aware that parents do not easQj 
part with their children, but being tenderly lored and rather 
spoiled, if yon were to express a strong desire to come it is 
ten to one that yon would not meet with much resistance. If 
they wonld listen to me I should certainly speak for you, 
impressed as I am with the impossibility of being happy at 
La Ch&tre} when one is neither advanced in years, nor the 
head of a &mily, nor perforce reasonable. 

I am not of those who say : To live is to enjoy oneself, 
or rather I do not understand it as they do. We do not 
at all times want the opera in order to spend pleasant 
evenings. The opera is no doubt a delighttol place, but we 
can langh elsewhere, and to our hearts' content. Odry 
himself, the sublime Odry, is not indispensable to my felicity, 
though contributing powerfully towards it. I enjoy myself 
anywhere — anywhere, that is, wherever hatred, Bospioiou, 
injustice and sourness of heart do not infest the air. If 
people were not wicked I should not mind their being stupid ; 
but, to our misfortune, they are both. That is why life in the 
proTincea is hateful. Everywhere there is some hidden 
venom, and we may apply to the country parts what Victor 
Hugo said of a prison : Vbua y eueilUz une Jtettr, et elle 
piqxie ou ella pue. (Plnck a dower there, and it will sting 
or stink.) It seems odd, but it is true. 

I nevertheless long to go back to Berry; for I have 

cluldren whom I love more than anything else. But for 

the hope of being some day more useful to them with the 

scribe's pen than with the housewife's needle, I should not 

Slioart frem them so long. In spite of the innumerable 

-mlties I meet with, I intend taking my first steps in 
omy career. 
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I hare at last decided to write in tlie Figaro, and am 
delighted to know that 70a are one oE itB sabscribers; it 
will be a way of chatting with 70a, particularly if M. do 
Latonche should often have the happy thought of oom- 
missioaing me to write such articlea aa that of MoUna^a, 
an article which was more indebted to the heart than to 
the head. It was in faia stady, at hia table, and in collabora- 
tion with him that I wrote that idyll, whose enigma the good 
Parisian public (an excellent people whose fate is to be duped) 
was trying to solve the next day with incredible efforts. 

Yon would have laagbed had you seen the good bourgeois 
of the Conti c&U. . . . (Tou aurely know the Conti caf4, 
opposite the Pont-Neof f Ton several times had your mid- 
day meal there, and I too.) Yon would have laughed, I 
Bay, had you seen them closely perusing the Figaro, and 
giving themselves to the devil in order to ascertain what 
political enigma might be concealed ander that MoUnara and 
that deuce of a mill. 

Some said, " It is an emblem ; " others replied, " It 
is an an^ram ; " and others again retorted, "It is a logo- 
griph." "Who then is that female miller?" "It is 
Delphine Gay 1 " " Oh ! no, it ia the Duchess of Berry." 
" Nonsense 1 it ia the wife of the Dey of' Algiers." 
"At auy rate, it is extremely clever; there is no seeing 
through it." 

As for me, I was laughing, not in my beard,"*: i,at Jq 
my aaoff-boz, and said to them in a mysterious way : 
" Geotlemen, I know on good authority that it is the Pope's 
wife." To which they retorted : " Impossible I Upon my 
word I " 

* Sire dan* la barbe — To langh in one's Bleeve. 

I 2 
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Since then, 70a hare eeen a lengtib7 aitiole headed FMton. 
K. de Latooohe thought it remarkable, and •n^xuxied, ms to 
gire it to him. It emanates from the pen of J. S— — ,* 
who had entmsted it to me, and was not rery pleaaed to 
see it mntilated and cartailed. He intended it for the 
Foieur,t and I farlmned, it on behalt ot the 'Figaro. la 
the same namber, a motley piece (the first) is oaosing quite 
a scandal. It has no other merit than that of holding np 
to ridicule the circnmstance to which it related, and Uiat 
is precisely the reason why the langhing poblic eagerly seised 
it; the Citizen-King felt offended by it; and M. Kestor 
Boqneplan, whose signature appears in the paper, being 
on the point of receiving the cross % (of which His Majesty 
is rather lavish), saw himself deprived of it becaose of the 
Aforesaid article, for which he is responsible. Yet it viaa I 
who did it all! 1 can scarcely recover from my sarprise, 
land langh so much that my jaws will nearly go oat of joint. 
-0 angust proprieties of La Ch&tre, what will yon say <rf my 
imprudence 1 

M. de Latonche himself went even so far as to advertise 
.tcindowato let.in order to see thefiral riot caused 6yjf. Vivien.^ 
All these amenities incensed the Citizen-King and Father 
Perail,'^ who said to His Majesty : 

" By Jove, Sire, that is rather too strong ! " 



* JoloB Sandean. 

t A Fariaian periodical. 

% The Croas of the Knight of the Legion of Honour. 

§ Prefect of Police. 

II Jean Charles Fersil, French jadge and etateenuui. In 1834 he was 
appointed bj Lonia Philippe to succeed Barthe as Minister of Joatioe, 
a position which he held antil 1837. 
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" Do ;oa think ao ? " relied the Citiaea-King. " Onght I 
to be angr; f " 

" Yes, Sire, yoa certainly shonld." 

Then the Citizen>King got angry, the result bemg that 
they seized the Figaro, and brought an action against it 
for seditioaa tendeacy {protxs de tendance). If the articlea 
are reepeotiTely incriminated, mine sarely will be. If so, 
I intend to disclose my aathorship, and so to go to prison. 
By Jorel what a scandal that would cause at La Ch&trel 
What horror and what despair for my family I Bnt my 
reputation woold be made, and I shonld get a publisher 
to bay my platitudes and simpletons to read them. I would 
gladly give nine francs fif^ centimes to secure the luok of a 
conviction. 

I do not dwell upon the Nowelle Atata, I swallowed 
it, and shall long remember it 1 It gave me an attack of 
cholera-morbufl, which lasted three days. You will some 
day see a review of it in your paper. 

Good night, my dear comrade; I giro yoa a hearty 
embrace^ Write oftener, even when in a bad humour; have 
I not also my n«buloiu daysF When I am home again, 
that will be next month, if yoa feel lowrspirited, come and 
■ee me. We shall put oar troubles together and try to drown 
them, prOTided there be any water. 

I do not mention here yonr affair of honour. What a 
ati^id you are I I intend admonishiog yoa sererely ; bnt do 
not indulge sadi nonsense any more. 

Oood-bye ; good night My love to yonr mother, and do 
not forget me. 
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To M. Jules Boucoisan, NohanU 

Pakis, 9tA MorcA, 1831. 
Mt dkab Bot, 

I am downhearted. At a distance, they still endearoor 
to do me harm. A letter from my brother — a bitterly soar 
letter — contaioa the following : " Yov/r ton u the best thing you 
ever produced ; he loves you more than anybody in the world. 
Take care not to impair that feeUng." 

There is mnch craelty in that phrase. It ia equivalent 
to saying that some day I shall not even he able to rely apon 
my child's affection. If his heart is selfish and cold, I 
moBt doubtless expect that. Bat it will not be so, will it f 

Yoa are with him, yoa speak of me and preserve intact 
my most precious treasore— my son's lore ? Bah ! I am 
wrong to give way to melancholy. It is doing you injuty. 
I feel quite safe in that respect. 

They blame me, it seems, for writing in the Figaro. I 
do not care a jot. People must live, and I am prond enough 
to earn my bread myself. The Figaro, like any other paper, 
may lead to snccees. Journalism is an apprenticeship which 
I must serve. I am aware that it ia something loathsome; 
but one is not obliged to soil one's hands in order to write, 
and I shall, I hope, succeed without soiling mine. That small 
fllieet goes in both for opposition and defamation. The great 
point is not to take the one for the other. It is not mnch to 
earn seven francs per column; hat it is mnch to become 
indispensable to a literary ofiGce. That may lead you any- 
where, even without camaraderie, and without its being 
necessary for the individual to appear, I only have to deal 
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vith M. de Latonclie, I always lire a qniet and retired life. 
I go to the dieatre nearly every night with the orders which 
he gives ma It is very pleasant. 

Yoa mnst learn that I started with a scandal, a skit on 
the National Graards. The police caused the Figaro oi the 
day before yesterday to he seized. I was already preparing 
myself to go and spend six months at La Force,* for I 
certainly meant to assume the responsibility of my article. 
H. Vivien, realising the absurdity of a prosecntion of that 
kind, sent word to the tribunals this morning that pro- 
ceedings most be stopped. So mnch the worse for me I A 
poUtical conviction might have made my repntation and my 
fortune. 

Literature is plunged in the same chaos as politics. There 
is a preoccupation, an nnoertainty pervading everything. 
People want something new, and, to meet their wishes, authors 
bring forth hideous productions. Balzac is foremost among 
writers, having depicted the love of a soldier for a tigrets, 
and that of an artist for a caatrato. Good gracious, what 
are we coming to 1 

Since monsters are the fashion, let us make moustera t I 
am just now engaged in creating a very pleasant one. I shall 
give yon some singular particulars of all I see. Had I the 
time to note them down they would make a curious diary. 

Gk>od-bye, dear boy; give me plenty of information re- 
specting my son, and do not be reticent as regards your 
health. With cordial love. 



* A prisou for political oSenders. 
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To Madame Maurice Dupin, Paris. 

KOHAirt, \4ih April. 1831. 
Mt dkab Mahma, 

Excose my Imving delayed so long informing yoa of 
my safe arrival ; bat I stopped several days at Bonrgea, where 
I was taken rather seriooBly ilL I am qaite well again, now 
that I have once more seen my children. They are two real 
darlings. Solange haa grown as handsome as an angel. 
No rose conld give yoo so idea of her freshness. Maurice is 
still very slim ; bat liia health is good, and it is impossible 
to meet with a more lovely and affectionate child. I am 
also qnite satisfied with his progress and his qoiet attention 
to his stndies. In short I am, ap to the present, a happy 
mother. 

I found 'Polyte rather poorly ; his wife always the same, 
kind and indolent; my hosband, ^ways scolding and a 
hearfy eater; the tntor with moostaches, which are as be- 
coming to him as lace wonld be to a hedgehog ; L6ontin% 
having made great progress, and as meek as ever. Now 
yoQ hare all the news I 

And yon, my dear mamma, what are yon doing dnring 
this fine weather, wbieh was already imparting a holiday ap- 
pearance to Paris itbea I leftT Do yon take Caroline ont 
BO that she may enjoy herself before going back to her dnll 
Charleville F pnll, indeed, it is 1 though she may not think 
so herself; if/t there she will again meet with her dear Oscar, 
and, in th^ company of one's children, the dnllest of places 
seems cheftrfol. 

Is pArret still in lore with hia fine rifle, which doee 
ity ^ a jewel on his mantdpiece^ and is he stiU fnrioos 
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sgaiDBt Bepablioans f Tell him that at the next rising women 
will repel the National Goards with chamber ntenails. 

Here people are very qaiet in general ; they only qoarrel 
at home. Unable to indulge in riots, they indulge in gossip- 
ing. I am 80 sick of it that I shot myself ap in my stndy, 
with my two little ones, in order not to hear the conversation 
of those whose only topics are hatred, elections, intrigues, 
scheming, vengeance, etc. etc. Fie opon it all 1 

Qossiping is the plague of little towns. With respect to 
politics, men indulge in it at least as much as women. In 
Faria they laugh at everything, here they take it in earnest. 
It is enough to make life burdensome, for, after all, we are not 
bom to wrangle from the cradle to the grave. As for myself, 
I prefer to leave men as they are, rather than take the trouble 
of lecturing tbem. 

Do yoQ not share my dispositioD, dear mother ? you, whose 
mind is so young and whose disposition is so cheerful T I 
wish Maurice were old enough to go to college ; I ehontd then 
spend part of my life in Paris, with you and him. I like the 
freedom which one enjoys there, as also the lisUessness which 
is the chief feature in the character of the inhabitants. 

We all here send you a thousand kisses ; when returning 
the same give me the largest share. 

Qood evening, my dear little mamma. 

To THE Same, Paris. 

KoBixT, Sill tfay, 1831. 
Mt diab littli Maihu, 

Yon are low-spirited. Yon aro still on the point of 
being left alona Company is not consistent with freedom of 
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action. Too like society and yet detest reetraint ; it is tbe 
same with me. Still, how are we to make other people's 
wishes agree with onr own desires ? I do not know. Perhaps 
we OQght to overlook a good many little things, tolerate many 
imperfections inherent in hnman natnre, and resign ooraelres 
to endnre certain little vexations anavoidable in any position. 
Areyoanot rather too severe in yonr judgment of transient 
wrongs F True, yon easily forgive, and qaickly forget, bat do 
yon not sometimes oondemn rather hastily f 

As for me, my dear mamma, I regard freedom of thoaght 
and of action as paramount blessings iQ this world. If we can 
add the little cares of a family, life then becomes infinitely 
sweeter ; bat where is sach a happy combination to he met 
with T The one always interferes with the other ; inde- 
pendence of onr Burroandiogs, or vixe versa. Yoa alone can 
best decide which of the two yon wonld prefer to sacrifice. I 
cannot myself bear even the shadow of coercion, that is my 
chief defect. All that is imposed npon me as a daty becomes 
hatefnl to me ; ell that I am free to do without interference I 
do with all my heart. It is often a great misfortane to be 
thus constituted, and my faults, whatever they may be, all 
proceed from that cause. 

But can we modify our nature f If yoa had mnch in- 
dulgence for that failing of mine you would find me some day 
quite free from it, without knowing how the conversion had 
taken place. Yoar always reproaching me with it only 
increases tt ; and that, I can assnre yon, is not the result of a 
spirit of contradiction, but of an involuntary, irresistible in- 
clination. You know me very little, my dear mamma, I 
ventnre to say. It is many years since we lived together, and 
^y, often ioTK&''6h his mantwenty-ssven years old, and that. 
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siooe my e&rlj yonth, my disposition most bare gre&tly 
altered. 

Yoa strongly suspect me of a love of pleasare, of a tliirst 
for amusement and dlTersion, of wbich I am far from being 
possessed. I do not orare for society, tlie bnstUng of cities, 
theatres, dresses, or jewellery ; yoa alone are mistaken respect- 
ing me : what I long for is liberty. Being alone in the streets, 
and saying to myself : " I shall dine at fonr or at seven, if I 
please. I shall pass through the Lnzembonrg Gardens instead 
of through the Champs £lys6es on my way to the Tnileries, if 
I feel BO inclined ; " that is what amnses me a great deal more 
than the insipidity of men or the stiffness of drawing-rooms. 

If I meet with those who regard my innocent whims as 
hypocritical vices, I do not care to take the tronble to 
correct them. I feel that such people sicken, underrate, and 
insult me. I do not answer them, bat leave their society. 
Am I very onlpable in that ? I seek neither for vengeance 
nor reparation ; I am not wicked — I forget. Some say that I 
am giddy, because I am no hater and not proud enough to 
justify myself. 

Heavens ! whatever possesses ns, here below, that we 
nntoslly torment ourselves, sourly reproach oar mutoal 
faults, and meroilessly condemn all that is not cat according 
to onr pattern 7 

Yoa, my dear mamma, have Buffered from intolerance, 
from false virtue, from high principled people. Your beaaty, 
your yoath, your independence, your happy and easy disposi- 
tion have all in turn been decried. With what venom was 
not your brilliant destiny poisoned ! Had an indulgent and 
affectionate mother clasped yon to her bosom with each frosb 
tronble, EUid said to you, " Let men condemn you ; as for me, 
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I exonerate 70a from all gailb : leb them came yon ; I, I bless 
yOQ I " what comfort wonld not that have been to joa t 
What a consolation for the mortifications and meanaeaa of 
lifel 

They have told yon that I voear tks breeches ; what a nun- 
statement I Were jon to spend only tweaty-f onr bonrs here, 
yon wonld soon convince yoorself that it ia not bo. Bat, on 
the other hand, I object to my hnsband wearing my petticoat. 
Every one to his own garment, to every one his own freedom. 
I have my failings ; my hnsband hia. Were I to tell yon that 
onr home is a model of a home, that there haa never been a 
olond between ns, yon wonld not credit my assertion. Like 
that of everybody else, my position has its advantages and 
disadvantages. The fact is, that my hnsband does what he 
likes ; he beeps mistresses or does not, as he pleases ; he 
drinks Mnscat wine or pnre water, if it snits him ; he hoards 
or spends his money, bnilds, plants, exchanges, bays, sells, 
governs his estates and his honse as he thinks fit; I have 
nothing to do with any of it. 

I never find fault with what he does, becanse I know iiim 
to be possessed of order, rather economical than prodigal, 
loving his children, and always considering their interest in 
whatever he nndertakee. As yon see, I entertain towards him 
nothing bot esteem and confidence, and, seeing that I gave 
np the mant^ement of onr property entirely to him, I scarcely 
believe myself still open to the saspicion of intending to mle 
him. 

My wants are limited; the same allowance, the same 
comforts as yonr own. With a thonsand »ciw * a year I think 
myself rich enongh, seeing that my pen already brings me a 

* Aniottia worth about three firaaoa. 
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small iDcome. Besides, ib is only righb that the great freedom 
enjojed 1)7 my husband should be reoiprooal; were it not so, 
he would become odioaa and contemptible in my eyes; and 
that he does not wish to be. I am, therefore, quite inde- 
pendent; I go to bed when he gets ap. I go to La Ch&tra or 
to Rome ; I return home at midnight or at six in the evening ; 
all that IB my own basmees. Those who find faalt with me 
will, no donbt, descant about it ; judge their words with your 
reason and your mother's heart, both of whioh ought to be in 
my favour. 

I shall go to Paris this summer. So long as you say that 
I am agreeable and dear to yon, yon will find me happy and 
gratflfal. Should I see aroond yoo bitter criticisms, ofFensive 
snapiflionB (you understand that I should not mind such from 
you), I shall give up the place to the most powerful, and, 
without rindictiveness, without passion, I shall enjoy my 
freedom and a clear conscience. Yon are too intelligent not 
to quickly recognise that I do nob deserve such harsh 
treatment. 

Good-bye, dear little mamma ; my children's health is 
quite good ; my daaghter is a fine, though rather ill-tempered 
girl ; Maurice is very slim, but such a nice boy. I am quite 
satisfied with his disposition and the progress he makes with 
his studies. I spoil my big daaghter a little : the example of 
Maurice, who has grown to be so quiet and meek, calms my 
apprehensions as to the future. 

Write to me, dear mamma; X kiss you with all my 
might. 
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To M. Chaslbs Duvernet, La Chdtre. 

NoHAMT, Monday Evemng, 2MA Jm^e, 1831. 
Ab vben we ses each other oa Friday it will be 
between the kindly and paternal air of the lord of ike manor 
and the decaudinadian* isceiim, we shall probably be unable 
to have an uninterrapted conversation. Yet I wilt not leave 
here without telling yon, my kind Charlie, how sweet to me 
your friendship has been daring the last three months. We 
did not know one another, and the intarcoarse of onr youth 
could not have tanght ub anything new, had not a mutual 
affection drawn those ties closer, and bound together hearts 
whose respootive peculiarities required to be understood. 

But for yon, I should hare felt more deeply the bittemesa 
of my home. The interest which you displayed towards me, 
the confidence with which I disclosed my troubles to you, 
soothed down that time of trial. By sharing each other's 
troubles, we the better succeeded in supporting them. At 
least, I may say so on my own account, and only wish that the 
benefit of that friendship may have been reciprocal. 

Fools like myself have this good point : they are not 
sparing of their hearts when they have once given them. 
Disabused regarding all the rest, I only beUeve in those who 
remained futhfnl to me or nitderstood me, with my faults, my 
a/nii-sodal spirit, and my scorn of all that which most men 
respect. I feel I have enough generosity to begin with such 
people a fresh existence, a life of affection, hope, and confi- 
dence, which the recollection of so many former deceptions 
will not cool down. Oh I in the midst of yon all I shall readily 

* Appljing to Decandin, one of Duvemet's friends. 

Diflitizec by Google 



Letters of George Sand. 127 

forget eveiythuig; friends who betray db, and frieods who 
feel annojed by the troubles eatrasted to them, and those 
who fear to commit themselres by seeking to remedy snch 
troablea, and the lukewarm, the perfidiona, and the awkward 
friends who bespatter ns when trying to wipe ns. I will pnt 
my faith in yon, as I formerly pat it in them, and I will not 
hold yoo responsible for their wrongs, by reservedly tmst- 
iDg to your promises, in which I believe and npoa which I 
rely. 

It was on the rains of the past, of prejudice and pre- 
possesaions, that we saw each other snch as we are, and, I 
believe, such as Nature made us. 

It was by entmsting each other with our mutual infirmities 
that we felt an interest ia one another. But for desiring to 
receirs or to give consolation, we very likely should have all 
remained isolated in the midst of that vain and silly society 
which never will forgive our having shaken off the thraldom 
of its narrow-minded laws. Let it talk I It would look 
apoD our small community in the light of a lunatic asylum. 
Jjet ns live aside, and frequent it only to langh at or forgive, 
in ita midst, oar little enmities. Would you were, like myself, 
insensible to its attacks, aod placing your real life, your whole 
happiness, in the heart of the small numbers who appreciate 
yoo and tolerate me, who am so grateful whenever I secure 
even indulgence. Do not all home troubles become bearable 
with the idea that there are beings quite ready to make up for 
the injustice or ingratitude of our hearths f 

Oh I my kind Charlie, may that thought be soothing to 
yoD, as it is to me I Let it beal up all wounds, annihilate all 
sickening recollections, build afresh your future, and make 
your heart yoonger still, as it did mine, though much older. 
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alea I mach more deadly wounded than yoar own I Believe 
in ns, and yon will Iw bappy anywliere, even at La CMtre. 

Come to OB, to oar beloTed Paris, wliere there reig^nB, if 
not pnblic, at least iudindnal liberfy. We will, from time to 
time, obtain an order for the pit at the "Italians" or the 
"Opera." When penniless, we will visit the cathedrata; it 
does not cost anything, and always affords interesting study. 
Or else we will take the fresh air on my balcony; we will 
witness the progress of fresh riots, and spit on all rioters: 
vanqnished and victors, all mad enoagh to excite pity. We 
will garotte the " Ganl," to prevent bis joining the mob; we 
will make Planet bawl ont, and amnse onrselvea with each 
other's manias, withoat ridicnling them or snfferiag by them. 
In the daytime we will work, for work is wholesome. When 
one has not been shot np in the morning, as we remarked the 
other day at the Condray, one does not enjoy the pleasure of 
being free in the evening. We must live nnder restraint one 
half of our life in order to enjoy the other half. Yoa will 
take np some sort of occnpation, were it only to connect 
Claire and Philippe, Jehan Cauvwi and the Cathedral, Berido 
and the Prima Donna.* We will hire a piano and resume onr 
mosicsl stodies. Should you grow tired of a bachelor's life, 
yoa have plen^ of time to get married; for, with nsj yoa will 
be free to break ofF whenever you please j bnt try it first, you 
will make np your mind afterwards. There will always be 
marriageable girls ; they are a species which grows and mul- 
tiplies by the grace of Providence. 

At any rate, my kind Charlie, whether married or single or 
a widower, whether you be Charlie pondering in your chamber 

wi 

• Heroines ol varuma unpnblUlidd literary fragments written by 

-TgeStmd. 
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over the miseries of a student's, an artist's, or a bachelor's 
life, or else M. Becevear* in the bosom of yoar intereaiing 
family ; whether free to risit ns, or forbidden to do so by yonr 
fatare bride, yoa mnst always love ns ; and rest assured 
whenever yon can steal away-from home and take a mn down 
here, yon will always find ns delighted to see yon and ready to 
afford yon some cheerfnl distraction. In the meantime we are 
going to talk abont yon. 

Good-bye then ; I kiss yon. Come as soon as yon can. 



To Maurice Dudevant, La Ch&tre. 

OauAKa, Batur^y, Srd JhUy, 1831. 
Mt daauko Lotx, 

I have reached Orleans rather tired, I hare had a 
nasty headache all throngh the joarney, I am going to rest 
here for a day or two, in order to thoroughly visit the- 
cathedral ; for yon know that I am very fond of cathedrals- 
A year ago yon were here with me, and we went to see it 
together. Bo yoa recollect it? You thoaght it very large, 
and that it would require many little Maurices, one on the top- 
of the other, in order to reach so high. 

I am very satisfied with yon, my dear child; yon did not 
cry mnch while I was there. Tell me what you did after I 
was gone. Did yon like yonr little dinner service ? Do yoa 
think it pretty ? Did you show it to your sister f She cried 
too, the poor dear. Did yon cheer her np 7 Yon mnst play 
with her, romp about on your bed at night, and go to sleep 
langhing and singing. Do not have naughty, sad dreams ; 

* Collsotor of Inland Sevenno. 
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think of me withoat sorrov, and always Btadj well, in order 
to show me that yoa love roe. 

Yea saw how happy I was to find that yoa had ^ren up 
being lazy. Yoa maat go on improving ; I shall reward your 
efforts by loving you more every day. I hardly know 
whether yoa will be able to read my scribbling ; I write with 
a kind of stick which goes all awry. I kiss yon with all my 
heart, first of all for yourself, then for yonr sister, yonr papa, 
Boncoiran, and again for yonrself a million times. Good-bye, 
my sweet angel. Write to me often, very often. 



To THE Same. 

Fauh, 161h JiOy. 1831. 
I am at last qnite settled at home, my little love. I 
have three nice little rooms, with a balcony overlooking the 
river and commanding a magnificent view. When yoa come 
to see me you will amose yourself by looking at the troops 
marching throngh the streets, and watching the firemen on 
duly.* There is a gnardhouae opposite. Every time a gen- 
Aarme oomea up those poor firemen are obliged to stand to their 
* riflesand shoulder arms. As that is of frequent occurreuce they 
have not a minute's rest in the coarse of the day, and people 
who pass by make fan of them. Yoa will also see the towers 
of Notre Bame ; they are swarmed with swallows. All over 
the walls there are stoue figures of devUs, in all sorts of 
attttndes, and birds hide themselves in their jaws and build 
their nests in them. 

* The Paris fin brigade forms part of the annj, but those who 
compose it are not liable to foreign service. 
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I saw yoar conain Oscar again last eveaing. He ia very 
nice, and will not leave me. He is aboat to enter a boarding- 
scbool; were he not^ I shoald bare brought bim with me, 
and yon wonld have playad together, but it is high time 
that he shonld learn what yon yoarself already know. Yon 
will be very tbankfal, when yoa go to college, to have taken 
good lessons in advance. Yoa will have less tronble than 
other boys of yonr age, and see what a great blessing it is to 
have been compelled to learn. 

Write to me, my dear child; your last letter is very 
^od. It gave me great pleasure, and I kissed it many 
times. If yoa were here, poor little dear, I shoold eat yon 
up. In the meantime, kiss your sister and keep in good 
health. Think often of your mother, who loves yon more 
than anything else in this world. 



To M. Jules BoucoiRAff, Nokant. 

Fasis, mftjul^, 1831. 
Mt dub Bot, 

I am BOny for yonr p(ditical optimism, but your in- 
famoDB Goremment is cruelly provoking respectable people. 
Were I a man, it ia hard to tell what excesses I might 
resort to, in certain &ts of indignation, which every well- 
thinking person must feel at the atrocities which are daily 
perpetrated here. 

It is really a civil war which Ministers kindle and keep 
up for their own advantage. Infamous! The national 
colours are proscribed. It is anffictent to wear them to be 
cut down, in odious cold blood, by cowardly armed men. 
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wbo are not aaliamed to kill small g^roaps of defenceleaa 
children. 

The fine institation of Kational Gaards has become a 
leaTen oC blood and discord. The police resort to means 
worthy of the worst times of Carrier (of Nantes). It seems 
as if Philippe wanted to ape Napoleon. But that is a 
part which a Bonrbon can never play. His efforts will 
delay his fall, bnt it will be all the more tragical, and 
then the people will surely not be oolpable, even thoagh they 
ehoold commit all sorts of excesses. 

As for myself, I hate all men, kings and nations alike. 
At times I feel as though I could enjoy doing them some 
harm. My only rest is when forgetting all about them I 

Yon are kind yonrselfl That is different. Friends, oh, 
true friends I What a scarce treasore they are, and how 
difiBcnIt to keep ! IE they are not always firmly held, they 
escape like water tbrongh the fingers. 

My heart is cmelly wounded; yet I know. that it would 
be nngrateful of me to weep long 07er those who forsake 
me. The smaller the number of my friends, the stronger 
my affection for them. They get the share which belonged to 
those who are no longer worthy of it. 

I thank yon for haring given me some particulars about 
Maurice. Take care that he writes to me often, that he 
is not quite left to himself wbea not taking his lessons, 
and that he learns with pleasure. His last letter is 
charming. 

Good-bye, my dear boy. I kiss you as I love you. ThiM: 
is, from my innermost soul. 
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To M. Charles Duvbrnet, La CMtre. 

Pakis, \^%h Jwlif, 1831. 
Mr DiAB Chablxs, 

Be indalgent and forgire my being ao slow in answer- 
ing. I am at last settled, Q,ua.i Saint Michel, 25, and hope 
that, for the future, I shall not expose myself to the remorse 
of not giving a prompt answer to your kind and amiable 
letters. I leare yon to imagine the amount of memory, of legs, 
patience, and time I must hare displayed to parchase my 
small household f nrnitnre, from the dust-pan to the snnfFers : 
it is nerer-ending. The worst of it is the money it costs. 
I shonld, nevertheless, be very wrong to complain, for I 
have not paid anything yet, but intend doing so if it please 

eod. 

The "Ganl" and myself are relying npon a regnlar 
patriotic slaughter, or upon a proper epidemic of cholera- 
morbna, to free ne from the infamous clique of creditors. 
Besides, are we not going to have a Republic J and the 
first article of the new charter will, I hope, provide for the 
suppression of all debts and the transportation of all creditors. 
We let them oft with their lives because we are grand and 
generous, but they must never be so ill-advised as to remind 
us of the past I (only Carlists or Jesaita could be capable 
of so much resentment). If desirons to avoid the guilhtine, 
which, as everybody knows, is sister to Liberty, oar creditors 
must rid na for ever of their hatefal presence, and pni^ 
the soil of the regenerated country of their impnre and 
stupid transactions. Sach is going to be the text of the 
first speech which the " Gaul " contemplates delivering in the 
next Pariiament, 
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Why do yoa continae without some occapatioD, my dear 
friend T At least yoa shoold avoid weariness, were it only 
by empIoyiDg yoar time ia catting toothpicks. Planet uses 
as many as will occupy all your leisure. IE you dislike 
fignree and do not contemplate succeeding to your father, 
do something else ; read, learn — life ia too short for acqoiring 
all that is to be learned. Write novels, comedies, proverbs, 
dramas — all that will procnre yoa an agreeable occupation, 
and compel yoa to undertake historical researches which will 
be full of life and interest to you. 

Growing weary ! I cannot conceive that of yoa. Aa for 
being low-spirited I that is a different thing. The seclusion, 
the antipathy of a monotonous provincial life, are well calcu- 
lated to depress the heart. I know something of it. Soim- 
ihing only, for I have an immense resource to fall back npon 
— my children's society. But you, yoa are alone, dreaming, 
without a friend capable of thoroughly understanding you, 
suffering from that nameless disease which the community- 
regards as a mania and an affectation, trying to empty your 
heart into a heart of the same .stamp, and only meeting with 
good and simple sools who say to you with an air of surprise : 
" What t you complain 1 are yon not rich f In yoar place I 
should feel happy 1 " etc. 

Aa for myself, I can fully realise your sufferings. Isolation 
kills active minds. It enervates one's disposition ; but it 
gives fresh impulse to the inward Sre which devours us, and 
to the torment of desiring adds that of being incapable oE 
willing. 

Is not that often the state of your mind f I could scarcely- 
dare to say to yon : " Put an end to it, by coming to us 1 " 
Yet I earnestly desire it 1 we love you as yon deserve to b^ 
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loved. I thiok that in onr midBt 700 wonld aoon take to life 
again. Write to as often and at length ; yon hare plenty of 
leisnre, whereas I have not. 

If yon go to Nohant, will yoa pray tell Boncoiran that 
my sou writes very seldom to me, and that it pains me very 
much. 

Good-bye, friend. Write, or do better, come yonrself. 

I have not bought the plait of hair for yonr mother, nor 
the spectacles for Decandin. I have a shamefal, secret but 
uaimpeachable reason for abstaining. I am penuiless. I pay 
myaccnrsed dealers by inatalments. O Poverty I if ever thoa 
shooldat leave me, I will build thee a temple; for those 
whom thoa dost haraaa are happier than men think I 

The " Gaol " reqaeated me cot to close my letter, as he 
means to write to yoa. That is a good reason for not 
depending upon his doing so. , . . 

Here he is I He says that he will write to-morrow : yon 
know what the " Gaul's " morrow means. 



To Maurice Dudbvant, Nohant. 

Pabis, July, 1831. 

I am very grieved, my little child, whenever yon do 
not write. I received your three letters, but that is not much. 
It only amounts to one a week. Previously, you used to write 
two and often three. Do yoa no longer enjoy writing to 
your mother r Yoa need not show your letters to any one, or 
write them so oarefally as to canse writing to be a labour to 
yoa. When yoa ased to send scrawls and bedaub yoor letters 
with little figares, I liked them qaite as well. Never mind 
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how badly yoa write to me, so long as yoa write, if only a few 
lioeB. To spend a whole week wittioab news from yonr sister 
and yourself is too locg, and grieTSS me much. I want to 
know that yon vee happy and cheerfal; then only can I feel 
happy myaelf. 

There are many fine pictnres at the MnsSe ; * the Ma94d 
is a lai^ gallery where, erery year, all artists exhibit their 
pictnres for a few months in order to show them to the pnblic. 
The prettiest picture shown this year represents two boys 
seven ot eight years old, sitting on a bed. The one is ill, and 
leans his head npoa his brother's shoulder. The other is in 
good health; he is holding a picture-book to amuse his 
brother. It is the portrait of two young English princes who 
were strangled by wicked men.f 

There is also a quantity of fine statues which yon would 
recognise, since you now understand something of mythology. 
The finest is the group of the Three Qracet, in white marble. 
There is a nice little allegorical deity about which we did not 
talk together; it is Candour or Innocence, represented by a 
child holding a shell, out of which a snake is drinking. It 
means that, as children do not suspect danger, persons 
possessed of candour do not suspect wicked people who may 
do them harm. 

If yon should not fully understand my explanation, 
Boncoiran will explain it better to yon. There is also a big 
child, just like Solange, who plays with a little goat ; the 
latter is eating a wreath of foliage whioh the child wears on 
its head. All are in fine white marble. Besides these, Mercury, 
Diana, and many more ladiea and geiUlemeii of your acquaint- 

* Now called the Salon. 

f FaoI Delaroche'a celebrated production, " Les Enfants d'Edonard." 
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ance are there. The fltea lasted three days. From my 
window I witnessed the King defiling with all his troops. 
The day before yesterday we had jonsting on the water : 
Bailors dressed in white, with gay ribbons round their hats 
and waists, and in pretty boats which were dashed one gainst 
another in mimic battle. The sailors fonght, or at least 
pretended to fight, as actors sometimes do at the play. Many 
fell into the Seine ; bnt as they were all capital swimmers, they 
did not mind the ducking and were soon again in their boats. 
On the bank of the river there was a fine marquee, for the 
judges who awarded the prizes to the victors. 

I took L^ontioe with me and she saw it all ; the tall Flenry 
carried her on his head, and they came back home one on the 
top of the other; as for me, I came back with a nasty 
headache. At night, I saw the illaminations without leaving 
my room. There were four colamns of lanterns ronnd 
Hflnn IV.'s statue, and the towers of Notre Dame were also 
lighted up ; the effect was very fine. From my balcony I saw 
the fireworks which were discharged on the Place de la 
BSvolution, * It is very far from where I live ; bat the fusees 
went so high in the air, that they were quite visible ; some 
gave oat tricolonr flames ; it was superb. 

There was camel-racing in the Champ de Mars. Men 
dressed up as Bedonius were riding on horses and drome- 
daries. One of them fell and was killed. There was also 
a^ review on the boulevards of all the troops in Paris ; a 
hundred and fifty thousand men it is computed. All that 
would have been very amusing if there had been fewer 
people looking on. You ran the risk of being trampled 
on by the crowd, and three-fourtha of the spectators could 

* Now the Place de la Concorde. 
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not Bee anytliiiig, beoaaBO there were too many people in 
front and arontid tliem. All the theatres gave free perform- 
anceB. Besides^ everywhere, in the honseB and in the streets, 
people were firing gnns, discharging sqnibs and mortars. 
It lasted for two whole days. It sounded like a fight 
throughout Paris. I am glad it is all over, and that the 
oi^ will reanme its qniet. 

Write to me very often, and tell me all yon do ; yoor 
letters are too short. Give a kiss to yonr sister for me and 
love her well. Good-bye, sweet little dear; think of yonr 
dear little mother, who sends you a million kisses. 



To M. Jules Boucoiran, Ntvus. 

'Saaxsfi, 261& BepievAer, 1S31. 
A seven days' jonmey is a desolation ; it worries 
me for a thousand reasons : first of all, because it tires 
yon; then, because that fortnight, lost in the most wearisome 
manner, must greatly grieve yonr mother. She will try 
to make np for the loss, I qnite foresee. I could not, nor 
do I wish to cause her any pain. Yet, •my dear boy, I 
should like yoo to be back abont the twentieth of next 
month. 

Therefore, derive all the advantage yon can from those 
good days spent in your home and your native place. It 
is a blessing when one is neither hlaxi nor undeceived as 
to those two sweet things. Bring me some pebbles from 
your soil if they should display anything coriooa. Unless 
I dreamed it, yoo have some petrified marine shells, whose 
species we do not possess. 
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Maurice ia not doiDg anything. I am not strict enongh. 
Aa his time of license will not laat long, I let him ran about 
with Ldontine, and working days are now scarce for him. 
The main point is that he mast not foi^t what he has 
learned, and not that he should make progress without yoa. 
I wish, my dear boy, that the Latin studies were not quite 
so ezclnsive. You promised to begin history and to teach 
it on a par with geography on your retarn. Methinks 
those studies pushed on with a little rapidity might prove 
most useful to Maurice. N'ot that we must expect him to 
retain all the incidents at hia age, but it is the only way 
of opening his ideas to the things of life, the laws, wars, 
vicissitudes of customs, constitutions, existence of nations, 
and progress of civilisation. That science ought therefore 
to relate only to the broad outlines. Instead of letting 
him grow mouldy over the minor wars and insignificant 
kings of many small states of ancient times, after the 
fashion that prevailed in the days of AbbS Bollin, universal 
history sboald be summed up in a coarse of lectures 
according to your method. That general analysis is not the 
work of a pedant, and its preparation will afford both 
advant^^ and pleasure to yourself. Later on, he doubtless 
will have to stady the various parts of your edifice; that 
he can do by reading. For five or six years, I wrote 
extracts concerning all the dynasties of the earth. That 
was the teaching of history after the manner of the Jesuits. 
Many incidents, bv^i not a refiection, not a thought, not a 
comment that \ A not in view the greater glory of God, 
despite tmtt' and common sense. The result was that 
my worried brain did not retain anything of that twaddle. 
I lost five or six years of my life in learning nonsense. 
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Historical books, beiDg all written noder the impnlse of 
some political passion or some religions prejudice, all 
reqaire the rectification of a eoond jadgmeDt. It is, there- 
fore, not through the modinm of books, bat throagh your 
own reason and recollections that you shoald teach, is it 
not 80, my boy f 

Good-bye ; I kiss you and your dear mother with all 
my heart. Make her very happy, and come back to ns as 
soon as you are able, like Begnlus, to withhold yourself 
from BO much affection. 

Maurice, too, sends you many kisses. He is ponting 

because he fall down and hurt his . Is it yon who 

teach him to talk in that way f 



To Maurice Dudevant, La Ch&tre. 

Fabis, Srit 'Swembtfr, 1831. 
My dear little child, yon do not say whether yoa 
received the toy which I sent yon. If not, tell them at 
home to request M, Poplin* to. let yon have it. He must 
haTe received it loog ago. 

When yoa have no more images to paint, yoa will let 
me know, and I will buy you some. Tell me if yoa want 
anything that I conld send yon. Boucoir&n says that he 
is going to teach you history. Ton will tell me if yon 
like the study. When I was a little girl it used to interest 
me mnch. I am very glad to learn that Sylvain MeiUant f 
is better again; yon must go and see him and tell him so 
on my behalf. 

• Owner of property at La Chltre. f A farmer at Noliant 

Diflitizec by Google 



Letters of George Sand, 141 

Have yon pat a roof od your little house in the yard ? 
I used to build a good maoy, like yonreelF, in the same 
yard, with bricbB and slatea. I recollect that ooce, on 
opeDing the door of my hoDse, which door was only a 
little piece of wood, I foand soine one in it. Gtiesa who 
that some one was ? A nice little mouse, who had taken 
up its qaarters in my house and was comfortably settled 
in it. I let the poor thing stay, bat do not know what 
became of it. And yonr garden, do you still work in itF 
The weather is rery nnfavourable now for playing oat of 
doors. Take care not to catch cold. The weather is dreadful 
here. We are knee-deep in mod. The Seine ia yellow, 
like coffee and milk. I go out of doors only when obliged 
to do so. 

Good-bye, my dear little darling. I will send stockings to 
year big darling of a sister. Hare yon still enough stockings 
for tfaa winter f I kiss you both. Farewell, and write to me 
often. 

TODB MOTHKE. 



To THE Sams. 

Paus, November, 1831, 

Tonr letter is very nice, my little dear; it is very well 
written. Do not stay too long out of doora during this nasty 
eoM weather; yoa see that you haTO already caught a cold. 
When in the garden yon mast run about and jump, and not 
Btay in the same place. That is the wa; you always get ill. 
Your magpie can very well stay in the garden ; it is not afraid 
of cold, its feathers protect it better than your coat and 
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troQBers do you. Oar little Bengalees are more delicate, they 
come from a warm climate. Tell Eagdoie* to take good care 
of tbem. 

I went yesterday to tlie Zoological Gardens (Jardin des 
Plantes) ; I wish I conld have brought away with me a little 
fallow gazelle, with white stripes and large black eyea, as a 
present for yon. It eats oat of one's haad; yoa woald be 
very glad to have one like it, but yon would have to keep it 
by the fireside. It haila from Africa, and the least cold will 
kill it. Yon hare already seen gazelles, but yon have pro- 
bably forgotten all about them. 

I should be so happy to have yoa here with me for a 
fortnight to take yoa about 

Good-bye, my little friend. I kiss you a thousand times, 
aa also your big darling of a sister. See that she wears 
woollen stockings erery day. Kiss L6ontine and Boucoiran 
for me. 



To M. JuLBS BoucoiXAN, Nokant. 

Fabib, tth Beeemher, 1631. 
Thaaks, my dear boy. I do not know whether I shall 
lie able to take advantage of that good opportunity to go 
back to Nohant. Hay it please God that my publisher may 
be able to pay me between now and the 8th proximo, and 
that I may deliver the last sheets of my manuscript to him. 
If 80 I shall be at Nohant soon. Do not speak about it yeti 
And above all do not cause Maurice any false joy, as there is 
nothing certain in my intentions. They depend entirely upon 

* HouMmaid. 
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a bmte who daily promises the settlement of his debt, which I 
am still expecting. I wish that he would give me at least 
a three months' bill of exchange for the 500 francs. Up 
to the present I have oot received anything, and shoold, 
natnrally enough, object to having worked three months 
without adeqaate remuneration. 

Maurice's letter, received the day before yesterday, is very 
good, provided yoQ did not correct any of his mistakes. His 
writing, whenever he takes a little pains with it, promises to 
be very intelligible and very pretty. His yoang mind pos- 
sesses some very original ideas; for instance, his magpie, 
which stands in the garden looking at people passing in the 
road, provoked my laaghter. 

Poor child ! when will be be big enough to rely entirely 
upon himself F I shall have no trouble then in obtaioiug a 
consolation and a compensation for all the miseries of my 
life. 

Good-bye, my dear son; remain always faithful to me; 
yoD whom I deem the steadiest and most generous of my 
friends. 

I kiss you with all my heart. 



To Madame Mavricb Dupin, Paris. 

"Sa&kWt, 22nd f «frntar^, 1832. 
Ut dxab Hamiu., 

My children easily got rid of their colds. Maurice is 
wilder, and Solange fresher and more rosy than ever. I hope 
to bring her to yon next spring. She is reasonable enough 
now to take a bip to Paris with me ; yoo will see how nice 
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and affectionate she is, bnt ;oa will be frightened by her 
size ; I wish she coald grow a little taller, Htont as she is. 

Manrice works like a nan. He becomeB grave aad 
studious, like his tutor; but at his recreatioD he takes his re- 
venge. L^ontine and he play the devil together. On Sundays 
we all play, children and grown-up people alike. Friends of 
Manrice come from La Ch&tre, and I play blind-man's buff, 
hunt the slipper, shuttlecock, and prison bars until my legs 
can no longer carry me. 'Polyte also indulges in the game; 
he performs somersaults very nicely. Hs dances like Taglioni, 
and all at once drops heavily, to the great delight of Solange, 
who calls him her jester of an uncle. If Oscar were here he 
wonld enjoy himself too. 

I am very pleased that my book amnses yon.* I heartily 
accept your criticisms. If sister Olympe seems too soldier- 
like to yon, that ia her fault more than mine. I knew her 
well, and can assure you that, in spite of her swearing, she 
was the kindest and worthiest of women. At all events, I do 
not pretend to have been right in taking her as a model in the 
character of that personage. The ^t of a thing being true 
does not always justify its being divulged; I therefore 
acknowledge that there may have been bad taste in the 
choice. Besides, I told yon that the production is not wholly 
my own. It contains many vulgar jests of which I disapprove. 
I tolerate them only in order to satisfy my publisher, who 
wanted something rather apicy. Ton may give that answer 
to exonerate me in Caroline's eyes, if the broadness of the 
expressions should scandalise her. I also dislike indecent 
jokes. You will not find any in the book which I am now 
writing, and for the prodaction of which I ahall only borrow 

* Entitled, Bote et Blandu. 
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my collaborator's p&me ; my own name not being destined to 
be ever associated witb the career of a hel esprit. 

I am not ezclnsivelj engaged on that work. Kow I can 
take it easily, witbont worrying myself. If I sometimes work 
with all my might, it ia that I cannot leave anything half done ; 
once began, I mnst finish it. I am like yonrself with year 
drawings and Tamiehea. I have many pleasant distractions 
here ; Manrioe is now jumping on my back, and my big 
danghter climbing on my knees. 

Good night, my dear little mother. Let me hear how 
yonr eye is getting on. For the purpose of caring it too 
quickly^ do not ioterfere with it too mach. Kiss Caroline 
and old friend Pierrot for ma I love yon with all my 
fae^}. 



To Maurice Dudbvant, Nohant. 

Paku, 4<& JprO, 1632. 
We arrived here in good health, yonr sister and myself, 
my dear little love. Solange slept all the way from Ch&tean- 
ronx. She thought of yon and her maid, and twice cried 
for yon, but soon got over it. At her age grief cannot 
last. She was nice and good all the time. When as young 
as her you were not so patient. When we reached home she 
at once recognised yonr portnut and cried; afterwards she 
soon went off to sleep. 

I took her to the Lnzembonrg and the Jardin des Flantes. 
She saw the giraffe, and maintained having already seen it 
in a field at Nohant. She fed with her own hand the little 
kids from Thibet and the cranes. She saw some staffed 

VOL. L L 



5c by Google 



146 Letters of George Sand. 

beasts, and cannot still understand tliat they are dead. Besides 
ehe is not at all frightened ; so long as I hold her by the hand 
she is not afraid of anything. 

She langhs and sings, and is charmingly pretty. She eats 
enongh for six, and goes to sleep in the omnibas ; she wakes 
np on alighting, and walks alone without grambling. It is 
impossible for any child to be better, i am very glad to hare 
her with me. If yoa also were here, my dear boy, I should be 
perfectly happy. 

How are yoa getting on, my dear little pap f Do 
yoa still enjoy yourself much ? Is your craae still alive ? 

Good-bye, my sweet little angel. I give you a hundred 
thousand kisses ou your rosy cheeks, yonr big snout, your 
large eyes, and your fine silky hair. Write to me very often. 
Yonr sister kisses yoa, tooj she intends to bring yoa straw- 
berries and ice in a piece of paper. They will be in a fine etate 
when they arrive I 

To THE Same. 

Fasis, Mh May, 1632. 
Mt bwbbt Daeukq, 

We are quite well. Tour sister is very good now. We 
still take walks to the Luzemboarg and the Jardin des 
Plantes. The latter is lovely and quite fragrant with acacia 
blossoms. Nohant most look very nice by this time. Have 
you many flowers F How does your garden look ? Mine here 
is composed of a dozen flower-pota on my balcony ; my plants 
have grown some new offshoots as long as one's hand. 
Solange often breaks some of them, and, in order not to 
get scolded, tries to mend them with wafers. 
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We talk about yon night and morning, when going to 
bed and vhen getting np, I dreamed last niglit that 70a 
were aa tall as myself. I did nob know yoa. Ton came to 
kiss me, and I was so happy that I cried. Oa waking up 
I found yoar big sister, who, having clambered on to my bed, 
was kissing me. She is taller now, and thinner too. Nobody 
will beliere her to be only five years old. She is a head taller 
than any child of her age. 

All the sweets which people give her she pats by for yoa, 
bnt aa hour afterwards she forgets all about it and eata them. 
When coming to see you we will bring you some. 

Good-bye, my darling little child. Write oftener if pos- 
sible, and longer letters than you usually send. Yoa do not 
say what Boucoiran is teaching yoa. Farewell, I kisa yoa 
with all my heart. 

To THE Same. • 

Pamb, \1ih May, 1832. 
Mt uttlb D1A.B, 

I received your two letters. I sent you a big one, full 
of drawings. Do you like copying them T What do you do 
in the evening ? Do yoa study in your room, or do you run 
about the garden with L^oatine T Are yon still fond of 
waltzing? Tell me how yoa spend the days. Tell me all 
yoa do from the morning when you get up until yoa go 
to bed. 

Yonr little sister ia quite well ; she begins to get used to 
Paris, and wants to have things too much her own way. 
Up to the present moment she has been so surprised by all 
she has seen, that she has not thought of having whims. 
Now, ehe has many ; but I do not give way to her^ and, 
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after pouting awhile, she foists all her tronblee. Some 
childreo, who live on tbe same baJcooj as onrselvea, make 
fan of ber b; aping ber wbenever sbe crioB. Tbat Borely 
annoys ber; sbe then dries ber tears, and dares not eay an j 
more. 

It is a long time since we went to tbe oonntry ; it rains 
every day, and tbe weatber is so cold that we always bare 
a fire. I bave two little green canaries in a caga They laid 
some eggs, which were hatched this morning. I wish yoa 
eoald see bow delighted Solange is t she cannot understand it, 
and wonld like to pnt the little birds in her pocket. They are 
so Email, sbrivelled np, and lean, so skinny and ngly. They 
might be killed by merely blowing on them. 

We also have a fine garden on onr balcony; roses, jes- 
samine, lilac, w&llflowera, orange trees, one geranium, some 
mignonette, and even a black-carrant bnsh full of fmit. If 
yoa come this sommer I will let you eat them, although 
you have plenty Ear better at Nobant. Solange takes pleasure 
in patting turf in pots, wherein she sows seeds ; as soon as 
they shoot sbe pulls them out. 

Good-bye, my big darling. Write to me often. Acquaint 
me with your amosements, etc., and think often of your old 
.mother who loves you. 



To M. Charles Duvernet, La CMtre. 

F&BI8, Uh July, 1832. 

So, dear comrade, yon are on the point of getting 
married I 

As good and bad do not exist of themselves, as happiness 
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or misfortand are only relative (only proceed from the ideas 
which we form of them), yon mast be satisfied since you 
believe joarself to be so. It only remains for me to rejoice 
with yon over the event which cansea yon delight, and at the 
choice which yon hare made. I am not aoqnaioted with yoar 
affianced bride; bnt I hare heard everybody speak of her in 
the highest terms, and especially so Mademoiselle Decerf — 
a sonnd and reliable jndge. Yoa will return to yoar wife all 
the happiness she will bring yoa. In any case, rest assnred 
that yoar happiness will doable mine. 

I only have time to write a few lines. I am rnnning 
aboat from morning till night in order to fiod suitable 
lodgings. At night I return home tired ont with walking in 
the heat, and on those confounded paving-stoaes. With 
much regret I am on the point of quitting my nice little 
garret on the Quai Saint Michel ; the bad state of my health 
forbidding my aacendiag, several times in the coarse of a 
day, a staircase five storeys high, I intend taking up my 
abode in some quarter still more remote from the fashionable 
parts of Paris. I yesterday went to Aulnay, and called upon 
Henri de Latouche. He scarcely ever comes to town. His 
hffrmiiaqe is the most delightful place I know. I do not 
know whether he is doing anything there. As for me, I am 
not and do not intend resuming my literary pursuits before 
returning to Nohant. I feel rather nervous at the success 
secured by Indiana.* I never expected anything of the 
kind, I only hoped to work nonoticed without ever 
deserving any attention. The Fates have ordained it other- 
wise. It now rests upon me to justify the undeserved 
admiration of which I am the object That makes me rather 

* Title of one of Oeorgo Sand's novek. 
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ve&vj of my profeaaion. It seems to me tliat I shall no 
longer eBJoy writing. 

Good-by^ old fellow ; I will write again some other time. 
To-day I only congratulate yon and IdsB yon affectionately. 

To Maurice Dudbvant, Nohant. 

Fabis, 8f ft July, 1832. 
Mt Dablikq, 

A short time ago, I wrote to tell yoa how anzioos I 
felt abont yon. I had scarcely posted my letter when yoors 
reached me. Tonr drawing is very pretty. Solange examined 
it attentively ; she recc^niaed it at once. She learns to read, 
and already koowa all the sounds. It amuses her. Were I 
to listen to her we should do nothing but read aU day ; but 
she would soon grow weary of it. I am sparing of the 
pleasure it affords her. If she continues, as at present, she 
will know how to read much earlier in life than yon did. At 
seven years of age, you were yet very backward ; do you still 
recollect it ? Thank goodness, you have made op for loss of 
time. Are you very diligent F Tell me what you are doing 
at present; are yoa stadyiog Greek history f Are you still 
fond of Latin? 

We went to Franconi's,* Solaoge and I. We were in the 
front, close to the horses. She saw the fights, the galloping 
horses, the two elephants who climbed over boards close by 
her. She was not frightened ; she patted the animals, 
laughed in the actors' faces, and enjoyed herself very much. 
Only, when the big elephant stepped in, carrying upon his 

* A circus in Paris. 
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back a tower fall of fireworks and Bijaibs, whioh went off 
with ao infernal noise, sbe rather winced. I told her that if 
joQ were there yon woold not be afraid; that yon aome- 
times practise pistol firing ; that the elephant takes do notioe 
of (he noise going on. 8he then dried np her tears and 
ventared to look on. She thought it very fine. Indeed, 
it is scarcely possible to imagioe anything more gorgeons 
than the elephant covered with velvet end gold, carrying 
soldiers, and moving abont amidst the firiog like a regular 
soldier. 

I missed yon maoh, dear boy ; yoo would have been quite 
sarprised to witness the sagacity of those elephants. One 
of them is enormous, folly foar times as big as the one that 
you saw at the Jardin des Flantes. Bnt, instead of being 
of a db^y gray colonr like the latter, he is of a fine black. 
Hia name is Jack ; the yoaug one is about one-third Jack's 
size, bat as nice as an elephant can be and as clever as the 
big one. All their performances are truly incredible. They 
appear on threeMifferent occasions. Thomas* is certainly 
not gifted with one-fourth of their intelligence. 'The big one 
performs the scarf-dance with about thirty hayaderea. It is 
enough to split one's sides to see an elephant dance 1 He 
then eats salad before the public. Every time he has emptied 
a bowl be takes it with his trunk and passes it to the little 
one, who takes hold of it in like fashion and, I was going 
to say, hands it over to his groom. The larger animal carries 
a golden bell, banging from a rope. He catches hold of the 
latter and rings until another bcjwl of salad ia brought in. 
The performance represents an Indian prince, whom his 
enemies pursue in order to kill. Having caught him, they 



* Cowherd at Nohsnt. 
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put him in prisoD ; but the elephant tears out the iron bars 
of the window, places his back close to it, and carries the 
prince away. In another sceue the prince is shut np in a 
box, which his enemies intend to throw into the sea. The 
elephant opens the box with his trunk, and fetches some cherries, 
which he brings to the prince. He distributes letters, beats 
the drum, offers nosegays to the ladies, kneels, and lies down, 
and squats, all without the interference of bis keeper. He 
is quite nncontrolled ; enters caverns, passes out through thb 
proper exits, and never makes any mistake. No figurant 
could ever be better acquainted with his business. When 
the performance is ended, the audience calls him back, and 
the curtain is drawn again. After delaying awhile, as is 
customary with actresses who are anxious for admirere, both 
elephants step in, wave their trunks abont in acknowledgment 
of the public, kneel down and retire, vociferously applauded, 
and evidently quite satisfied with themselves. Solango says 
they are very nice darlings. She also went to see the per- 
formances of the marionettes, at Seraphin's ; but she prefers 
those of horses and elephants. 

Good-bye, my little love. When you come to Paris I will 
take you to see alt that. I am making a pair of slippers for 
you. I send yon some pictures which some one gave me for 
you. Farewell, my child ; kiss your paps and Boucoiran for 
me. Solange kisses yon all, as also her " Titine." * When 
at Franconi's she said to me : 

" 1 say, mamma, you most tell my little brother all abont 
that; for I myself conld not explain it, it is too good ! " 

I send yon a thousand kisses. Love me well, and write 
to me. 

* Short for Ltontine. 
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To M. Francois Rolunat, Chdteauroux. 

NoHABT, 2(K& Av^vAi, 1832. 
Dub old Fiuon, 

I have been working like a borse, and am bo pleased at 
my day's work being over, that, far from indnlgiag melan- 
choly, I am, as it were, sleeping myeelf into the blissful indif- 
ference which I am at last permitted to enjoy. Do not, 
therefore, expect that I shall reply to all the good and excel- 
lent things which yon write to me. I shall do eo some other 
day when I bava a fuller control over my mind, some day 
when I have a eovA like Othello. As for to-day, I feel I am 
all animal. I say life is only fit to be squandered. All I pos- 
sessed of heart and energy, I entraated to sheets of Weynen * 
paper. My mind is gone to press, my faculties are in the 
bands of the reader. What a dreadful calliag is mine I 
Whenever I have been engaged in it, my brains feel empty at 
night. Those are days when I am not allowed to live for 
myself. After all, it is perhaps for my good ; for, abandoned 
to myself, I might enjoy life too mach. 

In a couple of days I shall bare finished Valentine,^ or 
else I shall be dead. Do yon wish me to call upon you next 
week f If so, fix the day. If agreeable to you, we shall go to 
Yalencay. What do you say about it ? I have got the whole 
month to myself to run about, but the cold weather will soon 
set in. If yoD take my advice, we had better get ready to 
start with the first sunny days that may yet beam on ns daring 
this season. I will let Gastave^ know. Beply then, fixing 
the day ; not being free as to your time, it is better that yoa 

A kind of fooboap papor. t Title of one of George Sand's novels. 
t Gastave Papet. 
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should decide npon the arraDgements. Bat 70a innet let tis 
koow beforehand, so that we may get read; all the neceBsaries 
for a joamey. 

I am delighted to hear that a kind welcome awaits me in 
yonr family ; I am very anxions to see all the children ; I am 
particularly fond of Juliette.* Ton mast inform yonr mother 
and growD-np aisters that I am very ill-bred, that I can 
scarcely constrain myself more than an hoar at a time ; that, 
like Baron de Gorhigny, when not onder restraint, "I cannot 
refrain from swearing and tippling," Tt cannot be helped 1 
Everybody has his own httle failings, as nsed to say I know 
not who, when boiling his father's head in order to eat it. At 
any rate, take care not to tell your people that I am present- 
able. Were I to be called npon to keep up the dignity of my 
part afterwards, I should suffer too much. 

Please be good enough to send me a box of wafers, the 
Bmallest yon can get. Considering the gorgeous and magnifi- 
cent presents which I have made to you, yon may well afford 
the gift of a box of wafers E Otherwise, I shall be compelled 
to send you my letters open. At La Gb&tre they are nnac- 
qnaiuted with the use of wafers. They replace them with 
Burgundy pitch. They also manufacture there some very 
celebrated kinds of cheese ; the inhabitants are most affable, 
etc. (See the Voyage de V Astrolabe.)-^ 

Farewell, dear brother of my heart; I shall write when- 
ever I can. As for you, if yon can spare the time, write to me. 
Yon know what affection I entertain towards yonr little body 
and great mind ! % G-lOBox. 

* Juliette BoUinat, sister of Fi&n^is Bollinat. 
f A work purporting to be the desoriplion of a joamey round the 
world. 

X Fnu)90iB Bollinat was tather diminntlTe in lize. 
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To Maurice Dudevant, Nohant. 

Pabis, 6a JJecemiM-, 1832. 

Mt 8WKR Child, 

We arrired here yesterdfty withoab any mishap, and 
scarcely feet any &tigae to-day. We are quite refreshed after 
our night's rest Year sister is sprightly, fresh, and lovely. 
Everybody thinks her improved in looks and a regular darling. 
The liitle woman* bore the joarney very patiently. She 
seems totally nnconcemed at any of the new things which 
meet her gaze; she paid no attention whatever to either 
baildings or people while going throagh Paris. Should' she 
continue as she now is, I shall be well satisfied with her; for 
she does really all she can in order to be nsefnl to me. 

I have nothing new to tell yon; all my time has been 
taken np with sleeping and putting my rooms in order. Yonr 
little sister kisses yon. She thoaght of yon when at Ch&tean- 
ronx, and began to cry. I asked her what was the matter. 
She replied that she wanted to go and fetch her darling of a 
brother. I took her to BolUnat's, where we dined; hia 
little sisters consoled her, and she began to romp about 
thonghtlessly. 

Good-bye, my little darling; kiss your father forme; tell 
yonr uncle not to overtax his brains. Tell him also that I 
travelled in the company of the famons Father Boaffard, one 
of the leading BaintSimoraaae. The dear old man is no 
bif^er than you ; he eats only cold eggs and drinks water. 
He is, nevertheless, very amiable, and seems very kind-hearted. 

■ NioknaoM of a yonng conntiy girl brought to Paris by George 
Sand. 
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He resembles Jocko * so niDch that be migbt be miataken for 
him. Do yon recollect Joclco T 

Farewell; write to me, study hard, take care of your 
health, and think of me. I kiss yon a thousand times, my poor 
darling; yon know whether I love yon 1 

YOTTR MOTHXB. 



To M. Jules Boucoiran, La Chdtre. 

Fajus, Tath BMfmibtfr, 1832. 
Mt dkab Boy, 

I did not reply to your letter for a very good reason : I 
do not know what yon wish me to do. Yon mnst therefore 
write again, and explain yourself more fnlly. 

Yon are taking great care of Maurice. I am very gratefnl 
to yoa for it, and beseech you to continue watching him 
closely. 

Prevent his going ont in wet weather. He is so subject 
to sore throat that I feel quite uneasy abont him. Do your 
best to prevent bis having another this winter. When he is 
here next spring I shall take the necessary steps to rid him of 
bis tonsils. The operation is veiy simple, so I hear, 

I am living here like a hermit. My apartment is so nice 
and warm ; it is so light and quiet that I never care to leave 
it. But, on the other hand, I am all day long bothered with 
visitors, who are not all very entertaining. It ia one of the 
drawbacks of my calling, and I am obliged to put up with 
them ; bat in the evening I shnt myself np with my pen and 
ink, Solange, my piano, and my fire. In their midst I spend 



* Tho name of a monkey. 
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some very ple&aanb hours. The only sooods I bear are the 
notes of a harp proceeding I know not whence, and the 
plashing oC a jet of - water which plays in the garden under 
my windows. It is most poetic. Do nob laugh ahont it. 

I mast tell you that I am coiaing money. I receive pro- 
posals from all directions. 

I shall sell my next novel for 4,000 francs. It is more 
than I expected; I am so stupid. The Revue de Paris and 
the Revue dee Beuz Mondes fought over my work. I finally 
bound myself to the Revue des Deux Mondea for a sum of 
4,000 franca ; thirty pages of writing every six weeks. La 
MaTquiae * proved a great success, and completed the ad- 
vantages of my position. 

I can no longer afford the time to watch my life rolling by. 
To me, whose heart is not jovial, the obligation of working is 
a great blessing. Solange herself brings me more happiness 
than all the rest. During the last four months her loveliness 
and intelligence have much improved. I am of opinion that 
study has hastened the development of her young intellect. 
She reads very well, fully comprehending the rules which you 
set before her. I now understand why she makes so few 
mistakes. She makes them very seldom indeed. 

Tell me, my dear boy, what I can do for you. I cannot 
guess. Keep me well informed respectiug Maurice and 
yourself. 

Farewell; I kiss yon with all my heart. 

* Title of one ol George Sand's novels. 
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To Maurice Dvdevant, La CMtre. 

Fakis, lltk January, 1833. 
Mt DU.B Child, 

I hare received many letters from 70a, which, being ill, 
I was anable to answer. I only leave my bed to-day. I was 
snfferiDg from a very bad cold and with intense fever. The 
weather is bitterly cold, and everybody is conghing. Tear 
sister also baa a cold. To make matters worse, we have had a 
serions ohimney fire. I was obliged to rash to Solange's bed, 
to let the firemen put out the fire which had broken oat in 
my own room. They stopped the conflagration, or at least 
thought so, and spoiled my carpet. The next day a sweep- 
boy ascended the fine; the poor thing burned his chest, 
rather slightly thongh. The fire was still smouldering ! 
Although no fire had been lighted since the accident, the soot 
was still burning. We had great trouble in extinguishing it. 
r was accordingly tamed out of my room for several days, 
and obliged to sleep in one without a fire. 

Take care not to catoh cold during this bitter weather ; 
keep your feet very warm and your throat wrapped up. I am 
very glad that yon are pleased with your albams. I wish it 
were March now, I could then go about shopping with yon, 
and pat yoa on your bright cheeks. That time will soon 
come. 

Good-bye, sweet darling ; be good, diligent, and take care 
of your health. I and yonr big sister kisa yoa affectionately. 
She is talking about yoa all day long. Yoa are always her 
beloved darling. 
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To M. Jules Boucoiran, La CMtre. 

Fuus, ISfh Januar}}, 1833. 
My dxab Bot, 

I found it impoasible to reply sooner to yoar quoatiott. 
It seemed to me so devoid of import&nce that it quite 
slipped JDj memory. Once my hosband told me of yonr 
intended retam to Madame Bertrand's. I inquired from you 
whether you really contemplated leaving na ; you replied in 
the negatiTe. I felt satisfied. I do not remember having 
had any other conversation with my husband concerning yon. 
If yon shonld wish to dissuade him, are you not well able to 
do 80, since you see him every day ? 

Tour' reproaches are very serions, my dear boy. Emanating 
from you, such reproaches constitute a grievance more serious 
still for me against yon. Yon rebuke me on account of my 
numerous Zwworu, my frivolous friendships. I never under-. 
take to clear myself from imputations bearing on my character. 
I can explain &cts and actions^ but I must decline discussing 
defects of mind or failings of heart. I possess too sound an 
opinion of the little worth of all men (and women too, for the 
matter of that) to hold myself in any high esteem. Besides, 
in my inmost soal I neither worship nor revere myself. I 
therefore leave the field nndispnted to those who wish to 
depreciate my merits. I am even quite ready to laugh over 
my faults with those people who appeal to my philosophy; 
but if what yon express is s matter of affection, the suffering 
of a friendly heart, yoa are wrong. When we discover great 
blots in the souls of those whom we love, we should carefully 
consider whether we onght to love them still in spite of the 
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discovery. Tbe most seneible coarse to paraae is to give them 
up, tbe most generona to retain them. But in order that oar 
generosity should be delicate and complete, we most not tell 
them tbe truth, for that woald be cmel. All reproaches 
which only relate to facts of slight importance or to defects 
easily remedied, tbe giving of affectionate warnings, fond 
advices and delicate complaints, all, I know, belong to tbe 
province of friendship. They are indeed its noblest privileges. 
But to taunt one with an already distant past, to consider 
silently errors which we judge and do not forgive, and to 
condemn them when too late and when past remedy, I say it 
is unjust. To say to our friend, " Your heart is cold, light, or 
powerless 1 " is harsh, is cruel ! 

It is gratuitously inflicting a humiliation; in so acting 
we cause needless suffering without improving the object 
of our reproaches. Hardened hearts cannot be softened, 
used-up hearts do not grow younger, hearts incomplete meet 
neither with sympathy nor pity. If that is to be my fate it is 
very unkind to point it out to me. 

You add in your letter that I must many a time have 
suffered from your temper. Did I over make any mention 
of it ? Have I wounded in you that about which all men 
are most sensitive, self-esteem F Never I I am too well 
aware that we must throw a veil of forgiveness and oblivion 
over the imperfections of those who are dear to us. 

Good-bye, my dear boy. Let me hear from Maurice 
and yourself as soon as possible. I kiss you with all my 
heart. 
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To Maurice Dudevant, Nokant. 

Pasis, 27th Fefrruory, 1833. 

Toa Bay, my dear cMld, that I do not write to yoa 
often. It is yonreelf, laay little monkey, who do not display 
aoy promptnesB ia yoar replies. Ton write, too, ench short 
little notes. I should be so delighted to know all abont yoar 
doings: how yoo enjoy yoarself, how you work, how you 
sleep. Thank goodnesBt I shall soon know all about it. 
Tell your father to let me know when he intends to start, 
BO that I may meet the coach. I shall pat yon in my warm 
bed; yoar big sister will kiss yon heartily; she now calls 
yon her little treasare of a brother; she is as lovely and nice 
as ever and very amnsing. 

She was qnite grieved this morning: she dropped her 
doll in the garden, and the dogs tore it to pieces. When 
she went to pick it np, there only remained a leg which 
the dog had been onable to digest. So the poor dear bawled 
ont like a calf. 

Farewell, my dear little love ; kiss everybody for me 
I kisa yoa on yonr rosy cheeks. Good-bye, little darling. 

I have got a lovely little gray cat, which came to as over 
the roofs. I took him in ; he is very good-oatored. 



To M. Jules Boucoiran, La Ch&tre. 

F&Kis, Sik 2£aTeh, 1833. 

Ut dub Bot, 

Yon are oa the point of doing something very noble 
or very foolish. Very noble if, owing to yoa, the yoang 
TOU L H 
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woman cannot any longer dispose of herself; very foolish, if 
yon simply follow an inclination. 

I am requested to stop yoo on the brink of the abyss. 
I can scarcely believe that, having gone so far, yoa can 
stand in need of any advice. Your niotives mast be very 
powerfnl for accepting bo binding a tie with a person so much 
beneath yoo. Yon are too haety. Be careful, my friend, do 
not precipitate the issue. 

Even if she were the most opulent, the handsomest, and 
wittiest of women, I should still beg of you to wait and 
reflect. In that, I am not giving way to public opinion 
or prejudice. I shall, perhaps, be the only one who will 
not throw stones at you ; but still I am full of apprehension 
as regards your future. Yoa are so young, and will have 
so much to do in order to raise that woman to your level ! 
I date not tell you all the disappointments I foresee for you. I 
am afraid oE wounding your heart, engaged as it is in so delicate 
a matter. Yet I beseech yoa not to be hasty. Why not 
pat off this affair until after your joarney to Paris ? There 
your eyes might possibly become opened to many draw- 
backs, which perhaps have not yet struck you. If you should 
be so bound by promise or duty as to be unable to retrace 
yonr steps, yon would thus at least be guarded against the 
future, and better prepared to brave it conrageoasly. 

In all things, it is yonr precipitation which makes mo 
80 uneasy. I feel sure that your resolution is dictated by 
aostere principles and noble feelings. I, therefore, do not 
jadge yon with irony or harshness. I do not even judge 
yon at all, my boy ; but I fret on account of year position. 
It is possible that you may never have any canse to regret 
TOUT choice, it is also possible that it may be the means 
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of making you miserable ever after. I am fully aware that 
those coBsideratioDS will never induce you to shrink from 
the performance of a duty. But if, however anxioas to secure 
the happiness of another, you were only to succeed iu aggra- 
vating her situation ! That has often been the case ; married 
life is a state so contrary to any kind of union and happiness, 
that my fears are quite justified. 

If yon possess the same affection for me which I feel for 
you, you will take three months to consider the matter. I 
expect that from you as a proof of the already old friendship 
which exists between us. Will you grant my request ? I am 
afraid that your seclusion has wrought upon your ideas, and 
that you are exaggerating the importance of duties which, 
under calmer and normal circomstaQces, would appear in quite 
a different light to you. Will not your mother be grieved 
at such a prompt resolution? Have -jq^ consulted her? 
Will the person about whom we are talking prove herself 
fit and agreeable society for your mother ? All that seems 
very doubtful to me. 

I do not find fault with yon for not having taken my 
advice, but the mystery with which you have surrounded 
your intentions does not seem to me & very favourable augury. 
Have you fully agreed with yoorself as to the coarse which 
you are going to pursue ? 

Farewell, my boy, I kiss you. Beply to me. 
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To Madame Maurice Dupin, Paris, 

P*Kl^I/ay, 1833. 
Hy dxab Makva, 

Yoa are wrong to scold me. I have had onlj worry 
and anxiety, inetesd of all the pleasures which yoa suppose. 
Both my children have been ill and are still poorly : Maurice 
has had a nanty attack of grippe * and Solange of whooping- 
cough. I spend all my time going from my house to the 
College Henri IV. and vice versa; for I could not get my son 
home before the disease broke oat. He was nursed by kind 
nuns in the infirmary. 

Solange, though still cheerful and good, is very tired, and 
80 am I. 

One evening when both my children were better, I called 
at your hoose to thank yoa for the fine engraving which yoa 
seat me. It was seven o'clock, not aa anwarrantable hour. 
Yet yoa were not at home. Since then I have been anable to 
laaTO my rooms, except to go to the College Henri IV. 

I intend calling on yoa to-morrow. To-day it is ntterly 
impossible. You were wrong in giving way to your dignity as 
an offended mother; since yon always go oat to dinner, yoa 
should have come to taste my cooking. I always have some 
dainty little dish to offer yon. At six we might have gone 
together to see Maurice at the college, that woold have made 
me very happy. 

Farewell, dear mother; I kiss you with all my heart, 
expect that yoa will foi^ve, and hope that yon will not any 
longer be naughty with me,I 

* Popular name of an epidemical kind of catarrb. 
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To M. Casimir Dudbvant, Nokant. 

PuLis, 20t;^ Uay, 1833. 
Mt Fbibkd, 

I am pleased to hear that yoa Had a safe joamej and 
arrived in good health, 

Manrioe haa been ia the infirmary. The change oE diet 
tries bim a little; bat othervriae he is qaite fresh'looking 
and oheerfal. His masters are satisfied with his dispositioo^ 
and he seems to be on good terms with his school-fellows. Aa 
for his progress, it cannot yet be very apparent. I hops that, on 
yoor return, it will be more visible, I told him to write to yon. 
In any case, X shall let yoa know how he is getting on. I saw 
him yesterday, with my mother ; he was as nice as usaal. I 
do cot know whether Salmon's basiness ia bad this month; 
bnt, though I did not sead for my money antil the fifteenth of 
May, it waa with the utmost difficalty that I coald prevail npon 
him to pay me. I had to send for it on fonr different occasions. 
The first time, my messenger was refaaed admittance by him; 
tbe second time, he had changed his hour of reception ; when 
calling the third time, the messenger was informed that 
Salmon had no ready caah : the fourth time, be at last 
deigned to send my monthly allowance. I cannot say whether 
all that was the result of mere chance ; it is quite possible. 
Still, I think that you ought to bear it in mind, in case yon 
intend to deposit any sum of importance with him. On the 
other hand, you ought to iustruct him to send me my money 
on the first day of each month. A business man is neither an 
ambassador nor a minister, that people should hare to wait 
for him. 
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Good-bye, my dear friend. Your big daughter kisses you. 
Give my kindest lore to Duteil and Jales N^rand, wben yon 
Bee them. Qood-bye, I kiss you. 

To M. Francois Rolunat, CMteauroux. 

Pabis, lUh. May, 1833. 
Dbab Fejend, 

Yon do not, I hope, enppose that I have altered my 
opinion. Yea are still, in my eyea, the best and most honest 
of men. The silence which I have observed for several 
months may have caused yon to wonder whether I was not 
dead, or, if still an inmate of this world, had not forgotten all 
about you. It is that I feel as wearied as though I had lived 
for centuries J it is that, since I wrote to yon last, I have had 
a hellish time of it. Socially speaking, I am free and 
happier. Outwardly, my position is calm, iudependent, and 
rather advant^eous. But you do not know what fearful 
storms I have had to face, in order to reach that point. It 
would take many evening walks through the stately avenues 
of Nohant, under the bright shining stars, in the midst of 
that grand and solemn silence of which we were so fond, for 
me to tell you alt the particulars of my trials. May it please 
God that we may, once more, enjoy those blessed times, and 
together again admire the reflection of the moonlight in the 
waterfalls of Urmont t 

I ought to take advantage of and enjoy that independence 
so dearly paid for, but I am no longer capable of it. My 
heart has grown older by twenty years, and life seems to 
possess no more attractions for me. The passions and joys oE 
this world are no longer meant for ma I have read the'book 
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of life. I have donbled the Cape. I am in port, not indeed 
like tho3« good nabobs who rest in silken hammocka, under 
the cedar ceilings of tbeir palaces, bnt like the poor pilots 
wbo, overwhelmed with fatigne and scorched by the fierce son, 
are anchored and can no longer venture oat to sea in their 
damaged boats. They bare no means of living on shore, and, 
besides, life ashore is doll. They, iu the past, led a jolly life, 
fall of adventures and combats ; they had many love affairs 
and plenty of riches. They would like to resame the calling 
of their choice ; but their ships are dismasted, their cargoes 
lost ; they mast ran aground and remain there t 

I have no doubt that all this fine poetry will enable 
you to form a fair estimate of the true state of my brains. 
Do I deserve more pity now than ia the past ? Perhaps ; 
calm which proceeds from powerlessness ia a very dull 
consolation. 

With yon, it is a different matter. Reason, force, and 
will placed you where you are. Ton, therefore, possess in 
yourself serions enjoyments and noble consolations. 

I will, before long, send yon a long letter ; that letter 
is a book * which I have written since we parted. It is 
an endless chat between us two. We are indeed the most 
important personages therein. As for the others, you will 
have to make them out as best you can. That book will 
enable you to fathom the depth of my soul, as also that 
of your own. I therefore do not reckon the present lines 
aa a letter. Ton are with me and in my thoughts at all 
times. When reading my prodnction, you will easily per- 
ceive that what I now say is correct. 

* X^Jm, one of George Sand's moat celebrated noveli. 
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Good-bye, friend ; write to me, give tne maiiy particalara 
about yourself, yoar family, and the austere carea of yonr 
grand, noble, and sad life. I shall see yon in a month or 
two. Farewell ; believe me for life yoors. 

Your friend, 

Gkobqs Sans. 



To M. Adolphb Gu&roult, Paris. 

Faais, 3n2 June, 1833. 
Sib, 

You have been bo kind and obliging to me, that, 
despite the long time which has elapsed without bringing 
me any news or any call from yon, I do nob hesitate to solicit 
yonr kindness once more. I have just written a book, entitled 
LeUa, for which I need yonr aid. If you will be good enough 
to call upon me, we will talk it over, and I will request the 
continuation of yonr kind offices viva voce. 

Will yon come and dine with me to-morrow? I have 
much to tell you respecting that rather entangled work, 
and as regards some possible obstacles to its snccesa ; but 
I am only free at about Etb o'clock. May I rely upon yon f 
I am. Sir, yours, eta 

To Madame * * * 

Puis, July, 1833. 
MADAyT) 

heart \ ^^ rather embarrassed by your questions. I am 

ggggirly anxious to retain yonr esteem ; I cannot, how- 

this wor**^^® *° speak against my conscience in order to 
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do BO. I am veiy selfish and careless, 70a compel me 
to confess it. I do not know what exterior inflaences may 
bare to do with my indifference respecting Saint-Simonism ; 
I believe (hey have no^Dg to do with it. I farther helievo 
that I never intended to raise an argnmeat for or against 
society, in Yahntine or in Indiana.* Forgive my saying 
so, or anathematise me for it, I cannot help stating that 
society is the least of the things which I hate or despise. 
Man left to his instinct does not appear to me less ngly, 
ridicnlons, sod mean than man b^aed to walk on his hind 
feet. I cannot help its being sol And then, besides a 
misanthropy which is growing with age, I am thoroughly 
a woman as regards ignorance, inconsistency of ideas, and 
my absolafce want of logic. Yon very truly remark that I 
am deficient in precision and that there is no sequence in 
my mind; but, believe me, that ia no sign of superiority. 
It is the infirmity of a weakly and lame nature. I have 
not studied anything, I do not know anything, not even 
my own tongue. My brains are so devoid of exactitude, 
that I never sacceeded in doing the most simple rule of 
arithmetic. With that you may judge whether I can be 
of service to any one, and light upon any correct and useful 
idea. Yon are far above me in all respects, notably as 
regards reason, intellect, and knowledge. I only have 
sensations and no will. What would be the use of my 
having any? Beyond two or three persons, the world has 
no existence for me. You see that I am good for nothing ; 
bat you, you are fit for anything, and, thanks to yonr 
talent and yonr character, you do not want my help. I 

* Titled of two of Qeorge Sand's novela. 
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therefore request your indalgence and oompassioii for my 
social nallity, and yoar friendBhip to console me. Can yoa 
only love minds that are great and strong ? Mine is not 
so; bat I admire what is different from myself. The privilege 
of powerful natures is to pity and console those who are 
heneath them. Do good to women in general by yoar zeal 
and warmth of heart. Do good to me in particular by your 
meekness and yonr tolerance. 

Good-bye, madame ; may yon soon retarn 1 

I am, yours, 

G. S. 



To M. Maurice Dudevant, College HenrilV., Paris. 

lUssiiLLU, 18t& Beember, 1833. 
Mt utub Dxab, 

I am at Marseilles, having travelled all the time, either 
by coach or by boat, since the day I left you. I came down 
the Bhfine by the steamboat, and am about to go by sea 
to Italy. I shall not stay there long, so do not fret. The 
state of my health compels me to spend some little time in a 
warm climate. I shall return to you as soon as possible. 
Yon know full well that I do not like to live away from my 
little darlings, so nice both of them, and whom I love more 
than anything in this world. I wish yon were here with 
me, I should take yon wherever I go. But yoar sister is 
not old enough, and as for yourself, you must complete 
your education. 

Too know, my dear boy, how indispensable that is, and 
have qnite made ap your mind, I am sure, to attend to it 
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in all earnest. I was very happ; when M. Gaillard* told 
me that yoa were a good boy, doing yoar ntmost to give 
satisfactioD to your masters, and that he had a very good 
opinion of yoa. I hope that people will always have to 
speak abont yoa in that way. You have never caused me any 
grief 80 far, and if you continue thus yoa will be the blessing 
of my life. 

I went this morning for a walk on the beach. I ate some 
live shellfish, whose shells were extremely pretty. I thought 
abont you, who are bo fond of them, but I did not pick any 
from the sand because yoa were not there to help me, and 
it would not have amused me. When you are old enough to 
leave college and interrupt your studies, we shall travel 
together. Do you remember that we have already made two 
journeys together, and that we enjoyed ourselves like two 
regular comrades ? We were not either of us afraid of any- 
thing ; we ate like wolves, and you slept on my knees like a 
big marmot. 

Until we can do so ^ain, make haste and leant what 
everybody should know. Enjoy yourself as much as you 
like. When out on a holiday be kind and amiable towards 
my mother and Madame Dudevant. Do not forget to thank 
Boucoiran, who is so good and obliging to yoa, and write to 
me every holiday. Tell me all you are doing, where yon 
sleep, etc. Tell me also whether yon get good marks. Think 
of me often, and work, play, jump about. Good-bye, keep 
your little nose tidy, youc paws clean, do not be too 
greedy, and love well your old mother, who kisses yoa a 
hundred thousand times. 

• Head Ua«t«r of the " College Henri IV." 
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To M, JuLBS BoucoiSAff, Paris. 

Mabseillss, Wt\ Deeemier, 1833. 
Mt due Bot, 

I arrived here withont bein^ overfatigued, and ahall 
leave the day after to-morrow. I am going to Pisa or to 
Naples, I do not know which. Write to me to LivonrDe, 
poste restante. Give me some news aboot my boy. Be as 
kind as erer towards bim, and protect him against the little 
troables which I mentioned to yoo. 

Did yoa succeed in dining on the day of my departure ? 
That was a day of hard work for yon. But for you, I do not 
believe I could have managed to start. Have you been 
good enough to put everything in order at my place, to 
discharge my maids, to close doors and windows, etc., etc. ? 
Take care not to leave the keys about, but make a parcel oE 
them, which please pat in my escritoire, which yon will lock, 
taking the key with yon. I also entrust you with the super- 
vision of the rats and mice, on which I authorise you to feed 
as much as you please, as also to drink all the wine in my 
cellar. 

By-the-bye, you moat also be good enough to sometimes 
pay visits to the aforesaid cellar in order to keep an eye 
on my bottles, so as to preclude any sympathy between 
the said bottles and the gnllets of the flunkies and porters. 

Please to keep an account of all the expenses incurred on 
my account, such as theatres to which yon take Maorice, the 
postage of letters, etc., etc. 

Tour country is very fine all along the Rhfine. A sail 
down that river is most enjoyable. As for your cities of 
Lyons, Avignon, and Marseilles, they are simply stupid. I 
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Bhoald not like to live ia them, and thank heaven that I shall 
Boon be out of them. Maraeilles ia exactly as yoa depicted 
it to me, Yoa must walk a le^oe before seeing the 
sea, and the harbonr looks pretty mnch like the dnck-pond 
at N oh ant. 

But the weather here is deiightfnl, and the mornings qaite 
as fine as our afternoons in April, 

Good-bye, my dear friend. I especially request yoa to 
give me news of my boy, and to fill my place towards him. I 
really do sot know how I could manage my life, had I not 
your kind {Headship and everlasting kindness to help and 
comfort me. 

Farewell. I kiss yon. 

ACSOBK. 

To M, HlPPOLYTE Chatiron, Paris. 

ViBiCE, 16ifc Jfarcfc, 1834. 

Feiikd, 

Thanks for your letter. I am always delisted to hear 
about yon. My reply was delayed owiog to a rather serious 
illness, from which I am now quite recovered. Jost on the 
point of leaving Italy, I begin to get acclimatised to it. I 
shall come again, for, having once tasted of that country, one 
feels as though expelled from Paradise when going back to 
France. Snch is, at least, the feeling it causes me. 

I do not think much of Tuscany, but Venice is the finest 
cil^' in the world. What could we wish for better than its 
Moorish architecture in white marble in the midst of the 
limpid waters, and onder a truly magnificent sky ; its people 
so gay, BO heedless, so witty, and food oE masic; its 
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gondolas, cbarcheB and picfcare galleries ; tbose good-looking 
and elegant women ; the murmars of tho sea breaking upon 
the ear ; moonlights nowhere else to be seen j choruses o£ 
gondoliers, sometimes very correct, serenading nnder every 
ivindow ; caf^s fall of Turks and Armenians ; fine and 
Bpacions theatres where yon can hear Pasta and Donzelli; 
gorgeous palaces ; a Punch and Judy show far above that of 
Gustave Mains; delicious oysters, which you can gather on 
the steps of every house; Cyprian wine at twenty-five sous a 
bottle; capital chickens for ten so\ia; Bowers in the heart of 
winter, and, in the month oE Febrnary, a heat as great as that 
of our month of May F 

I have not made myself acquainted with the other winter 
pleasures. As you know, I do not like society. I limited my 
company to two or throe excellent persons, and witnessed the 
Carnival from my window. 

It appeared to me to be much beneath its repatation. I 
ought to have seen it at the masked balls, or at the theatres ; bat 
I was ill at the time, and unable to go. I am not very sorry for 
it; for I met with what I wanted : afine climate, a profusion of 
artistic works, a free and calm life, time to work, and — friends. 
Unfortunately, I cannot build my nest on that branch, for my 
little ones are away, and I can only like the place for a time. 
I am waiting for the month of April before again crossing the 
Alps, when I intend passing through Geneva, I therefore 
expect to be in Paris in the course of next month. 

I want to kiss Maurice before going to spend the summer 
in Berry. Tell Casimir to keep Solange at home, and not to 
send her to school before my return ; that would prevent 
my going to Nohant, and interfere greatly with the econo- 
mical way in which I intend to rest myself. 
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Yon do not appear qaite as deliglited with La Ch&tre as I 
with Venice. Yoar description of its inhabitants is rather 
Indicrous. What a silly thing society is, to be enre I Lore of 
work is a great boon. I bless the memory of mj grand- 
mother, for having compelled me to acquire the habit of it. 
That habit has become a faculty, which itself is for me a 
necessity. I have now reached such a point that I can, 
without injuring my health, work for thirteen hoars in sac- 
cession, althoagh the average is from seven to eight hours a 
day, whether the work be difficult or easy. Work brings me 
plenty of money, and takes ap much time which, had I 
nothing to do, wonld be devoted to melancholy and depression 
of spirits, the natnral consequences of my bilious temperament. 
If, like yourself, I were not fond of writing, I shoald at least 
spend a great deal of time in reading, I even regret that my 
needy circumstances always compel me to rake something out 
of my brains without ever having the time to acquire fresh 
knowledge. I long to be able to dispose of a whole year of 
solitude and complete freedom, iu order to hoard ap in my 
head all the foreign masterpieces which I little know or am 
entirely ignorant of. I expect to derive great pleasure from 
their study, and I envy those who can do as they please. But, 
when I have been scribbling my set task, I am only fit to go 
and sip coffee and smoke cigarettes on the Piazza Saa Maroo, 
while murdering the Italian language in conversation with my 
Venetian friends. It is, however, very pleasant — not my 
broken Italian, but tobacco, friends, asd the "Piazza." 
I wish I could transport yon here by magic and enjoy yoar 
sarprise. 

We little know what architectore is ; and our poor Paris is 
80 agly, BO dirty, so incomplete, so mean in that respect I 
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Yet it 13 the first place in the world for lasarj and material 
comfort. Indastry triumphs orer all obstacles and soppliea 
evfliything; hot, if not wealthy, people there andergo all 
sorta of priratioas. Here, with one hundred ecus* a month, 
I live better than in Paris with three hundred. Being inde- 
pendent, having neither position, nor family, nor the lore of 
society, nor any obligation for remaining in France, why 
do not you and your wife come and settle here F Though 
liriug quite comfortably, yoa might save moneys you conld 
also bring up your daughter in this coontry as well as 
anywhere else. Yoa could haro many comforts not to be 
bad in Paris : apartments a hundred times prettier and more 
roomy ; a gondola with a gondolier who could at the same 
time act as yoar serrant ; the whole for sixty francs a month, 
which in Paris would mean a carriage and pair, a coachman 
and a valet, that is twelve or fifteen thousand francs a year. 
Wood and wino sell here at a very low figure; wearing 
apparel, gooda of all kinds, the productions of all countries, 
cost about half their Paris prices. I pay four franca bere for 
a pair of morocco leather shoes. We went to the caf6 yester- 
day, there were three of ns ; we each took three ices, a cap 
of coSee, and a glass of punch, besides as many cakes as we 
wished, to complete the delights of a full two hours' chat. It 
cost us in all four Austrian pounds {Uvres). The Austrian 
livre is worth a little less than eighteen French soua. 

As I intend to spend next winter here again, I shall pilot 
yon if you come. The joomey will cost you 1000 francs, for 
the two; but you will not spend more than 1000 ecu> a-year 
for everything. That is probably less than you spend in 

* A coin of the value of three francs ; no longer onrrent. 
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Paris ID B year, and into the bar^n 70a will get acquainted 
with Venice, the finest city in the world. If my son had 
finished his stadifls, I shonld certainly bring my daughter 
with me and oome to pitch -my tent here for several years. I 
should work, as I am in the habit of doing, and, when tired, 
I should go back to France with a goodish bit of money. 

But, as my son is still at college, I cannot refrain from 
seeing him at least once a year, and all I earn will always be 
eaten up in travelling to and from Paris. 

Gk>od-bye, old friend ; give me news of Manrice and your 
daughter. Do they enjoy themselves thoroughly whenever 
they have a holiday t 

My love to Emily, L6ontine, and yourself. I have not 
heard from my mother for a long time. Tell her what yon 
know of me, and request her to write. 



To M. Jules Boucoiran, Paris. 

Tnnci, 6ih April. 1831 
Mt dub Bot, 

I have received your two drafts on Papadopoli,* for 
which I thank you. I am now certain not to starve, and 
which to me would be worse, not to be compelled to beg for 
relief in a foreign country. I shall make terms with Buloz,t 
and he will satisfy my wants without requiring too much 
urging, for I contemplate workmg a good deal. 

* A banker at Yeuioe. 

t Proprietor of tlio Bntte d«$ Bum Uonie*. 
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Alfred * has gone to Paris, and I am going to stay here 
for some time. 

The poor fellow was still very weak to nndertake snch a 
long journey. I am not free from anxiety as to the way he 
will support its fatigue; yet t<^stay here was doing him more 
harm than he is likely to meet with by travelliDg, and every 
day devoted to awaiting the improvement of his health 
retarded, instead of accelerating it. He started at last, 
nnder the care of a most carefnl and devoted attendant. The 
doctor f warranted that no complications were likely to arise 
from the chest so long as he committed no imprudence and 
took care of himself; still, I do not feel quite easy about 

We have parted from each other perhaps for a few 
mouths ; and perhaps for ever. God alone knows now what 
will become of my head and heart. I feel strong enough to 
live, work, and suffer. 

The manuscript of IiSlw, is in one of the little Boule chif- 
foniers, I certainly promised it to Planche, so that, if he cares 
ever so little about that mass of scribbling, you may give it 
to him ', it is entirely at his disposal. I am quits distressed 
to learn that he has sore eyes. I wish I could nurse and 
comfort him. Fill my place beside him and take care of him. 
If he should question you as to my feelings towards him, tell 
him that my friendship for him ia nattered. Tell him also, 
frankly, that I heard of certain expressions which he made 
use of, after his duel with M. de Feuillide, which led me 
' to suppose that he did not speak of me with all dae 
oircumspectioo. 

* Alfred d« Unseet. t Dr. Fogello, a phyaician at Veuioe. 
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He, moreover, published in the J2evu6 some pages which 
rather annoyed me. Our minds are too serious, and he and 
I are friends too thoroughly faithful to each other, to accept 
the ridiculons interpretations of the public. I would hare 
given anything in the world to prevent & man, for ^hom I 
entertain the greatest esteem, becoming the laughing-stock 
of a rabble of spiteful artists, whom he often rated soundly, 
and who, for that very reason, are seeking every opportunity 
of vexing and lowering him. It struck me that the part of a 
jilted lover, which those gentlemen wished to ascribe to him, 
was quite averse to his character and unbecoming the loyalty 
of our relations. I contrived to my utmost to shield him from 
so mortifying and ridiculous a part, loudly proclaiming that he 
never took the trouble of courting me. Our affection was 
free from any impropriety, and quite fraternal. Wicked 
comments had obliged me to cease seeing him for a few 
months, but nothing could have shaken our mutual devotion. 
Instead of seconding me, Planche compromised both of us : 
first of all by a duel, which he had no personal reasons for ; 
and then, by complaints and reproaches, very meek it is true, 
yet quite out of place, and, what is the worst, ten thousand 
copies of which have been issued. 

From such a distance and after so many events, the little 
incidents of hfe disappear, just as the details of a landscape 
bat faintly reach the sight of the tourist who contemplates 
them from the mountain top. The broad outlines are alone 
discernible in the midst of the vagueness caused by distance. 
In like manner, the susceptibilities, the little reproaches, the 
thousand slight grievances of ordinary life, are now vanishing 
from my memory, which only retains the recollection of serious 
and true facts : Planche's friendship, his devotion, his inex- 

s 2 
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Lanstible aSection for me, thoee are feelings whicli will remain 
indelibly engraved upon my heart I 

After leaving Alfred, whom I accompanied as far as 
Yicenza, I followed the conrse of the Brenta^ and made a little 
excarsion in the Alps. I walked as mnch as twenty-foar 
miles a day, and fonnd that that kind of exercise was most 
wholesome for me, physically and morally. 

Tell Bnloz that I intend writing letters on my pedestrian 
travelling for his Bat;««, 

I retnmed to Venice with seven cmtimes* in my pocket 1 
Bat for that, I should have pushed as far as the Tyrol; the 
want of money and clothing, however, compelled me to retom. 
I intend to start again in a few days, and shall resnme the cross- 
ing of the Alps through the gorges of Piara. I conld thns 
go some distance, spending five francs a day, and covering 
twenty-five or thirty miles either on foot or on a donkey's 
back. X contemplate establishing my head-quarters in Venice, 
but making excursions about the conntry by myself, and in 
perfect freedom. I am banning to get quite familiar with 
the dialect. 

When I have seen this province, I shall start for Con- 
stantinople and spend a month there, after which I shall go 
back to Kohant, in order to be there for the holidays. 
From Nohant I shall take a mn np to Paris, and return 
here. 

I am quite grieved at Maurice's silence, though quite 
delighted to learn at least that he is in good health. His father 
tells me that he is very studious, and gives every satisfaction to 
his teachers. As for you, I have requested you at least a dozen 

* Not quite tbe eqaivalent of three farthings, 
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times to see his marks aod acquaint me with thom. I mast 
give it ap, for yon hare never made an^ mention of them, 70a 
wretch of a bo; I I am ver; glad that my hnsband decided 
npou keeping Solange at Kohant. . . . Had he refused, I 
would have done m; best to go back to Paris, despite the 
soantiaesa of my resources for undertaking so long a journey. 
But, as the case now staods, I may, without oansing any 
prejndice to either of my children, remain here nntil the 
Midsummer holidays. 

Please never mention to me the articles written for or 
against me in the newspapers. Here I have at least the satis- 
faction of aremaining quite indifferent to literature, and treating 
it entirely as » means of earning my bread. 

Good-bye, friend ; I kiss yon with all my heart. Write to 
me aboat my son, and send me a letter from him. I must 
haTd one by some moans. Hare yon received satisfactory 
news concerning yoar mother ? Ton never speak about your- 
self. Have yoa got some pnpils 7 Is everything going 
smooth with youF Are you not in love with some woman, 
some science, or some crane ? * Do you still think a little of 
your old friend, who always loves yon paternally ? 

G. S. 

To M. HiPFOLYTE CHATtRON, Paris. 

TiNics, l«l June, 1834. 
FuzNP, 

Now that I am back from Constantinople, I will tell 

yon that it ia a very fine place, but that I did not go there. 

The weather is too warm, and I have not money enough I 

* An allusion to a craue reared by Boaooiran at Nohant. 
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If I bad any at all, I shoiild go at once to Paris and nowhere 
else. Should you hear of my being drowned in the Archipelago, 
rest assured that the Btory is nothing but a hoax. 

I am in Venice, working like a horse in order to pay the 
expenses of my journey to Italy, which I am still indebted to 
inj publisher for, but am gradually paying off. I expected 
to clear off my debt a conple of months ago. Some unforeseen 
circumstances, a journey in the Tyrol, and private troubles 
delayed my work, and, of course, the profits likely to arise 
from it. 

My courage is not dead ; but, for the present, I suffer 
much at the idea of baring been away from my children 
BO long. Boacoiran'a silence, which still continues, I know 
not why, has caused me much anxiety, I at last received 
from Gustave Papet a letter, containing one from Maurice 
and one from Laure Decerfj who gives me excellent news 
of Solange. 

I therefore feel easier concerning my little ones ; yet I am 
none the less longing to see them again, and shall be in Paris, 
at the latest, in time for the distribution of prizes. Maurice's 
marks are excellent. He has written me the best and most 
laconic letter in the world: "Tou inquire whether I am 
forgetting my old mother. No, I am daily thinking of yon. 
Ton ask me to write ; expect me to do so. You further desire 
me to know whether I have got over my child's whims ; I have." 

Such is his style. It sounds like a bulletin of the Orande 
Armee ; * besides which, there is not a mistake in the spelling. 
\ feel very proud of him. 

I * Kapol^n'e mesBages to hu troops (known thronghout his straggle 
G«rmaDf and Bnsaia as the Oranda Armee), were famoas for 
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How is L6ontine ? She must be rery tall now, if she has 
gone on growing as she was when I went away. 

Are JOQ still at Corbeil? From what yon say I ander- 
staod that your house is in a fine situation, with plenty of 
pore air. If you intend going to Nohant next Augnst, we 
will go there together with L^ontine and Emilie, if her health 
should permit and she should /eeZ so inclined. 

Tou seem to me to be rather tired o£ Nohant ; but there 
is a way of forgetting its nnpleasantnesa : by Bmoking under 
the verandah, chattiog pleasantly together, and sleeping dog- 
fashion on the large drawiog-room sofa. Even with its white 
marble stairs and the marvels of its climate, Venice cannot wipe 
out from my memory the recollection of those thiugs which 
have been dear to me. Rest assured that the memoriea of the 
past are not dead in me. My life is full of excitement. My 
fate hnrls me in various directions, bat my heart does not 
repudiate the past. It suffers or calms itself according to 
circnmstances. Old reminiscences possess a spell from which 
no one can escApe, and I less than anybody. They are, 
on the contrary, always welcome to roe, and it is a sweet 
prospect to me when I consider that we shall soon again meet 
together in our old nest at Nohant, where I could not live, 
but whero I hope perhaps to die in peace some day. 

To say that one will enjoy a uniform and cloudless life, 
free from reproaches, amounts to the same thing as the 
promise of a summer without rain; but when the heart ia 
good, people, on meeting again, remember the affections of the 
past. It several times occurred to me that I had much to 
complain of, in yon ; but I definitively made up my mind not 
to feel cross any more. I knew full well that I should alter 
my way of thinking in that respect, and could not remain 
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angry with yon, whether you were right or wrong. It is 
always thus in my life. I return kindnesses, but forget bad 
treatment; I console myself in times of trouble, and can enjoy 
pleasant times aa they come. Kiue is the philosophy of the 
trooper on active service. 

We are, indeed, of the same blood in tbat respect; bat 
you act thus through indifference; you console yonrseU 
withont having ever suffered. So much the better for yon; 
your temperament is better than mine. 

Farewell, dear brother. Write to me; that will do me 
much good. I do not give you any particulars respecting my 
way of living at Venice. You can obtain much information 
concerning the city itself and the country around it by 
reading the £evua ixa Deax Mondet of the 15th May last 
and the 15th of Jane next, provided you feel any interest in 
the subject, 

I wish my children were here, and that I could prolong 
my stay in this beautiful conutry. Kiss Emilie for me, and, 
should you see my son, let me hear how he is. I kisa yon 
with all my heart. 

My address is : AUa Spesieria Ancillo, Campo San-Luca, 
Venice. 

To Jules Boucoisan, Paris. 

Yzificz, 4t& /wM, 1834. 



Mt DIAB BoT, 

I am reli 
have jost recei 
but I am I 



ieved from my anxiety coaceming Maurice. I 
ived a letter from him, and one from Fapet; 
inning to feel Beriously uneasy about yonrs^, 
and quite distressed at your forgettiug me. Buloz informs 

Diflitizec by Google 



Letters of George Sand. 185 

me that on the ISth May he remitted to jou 500 francs for 
me. I had written to 70a to send me my money without any 
delay, as I was qaite short. To-day ia the 2Qd of June, and 
I have not yet received anything. 

I am reduced to the last expedients in order to live, for 
there is nothing I dislike so macb as getting into debt, 
Maarice writes to say that, a few days ago, he forwarded to 
yon a letter for me. Nothing has reached me ! "What can it 
alt mean f Has your letter been lost in the post, like a great 
many more ? If Papadopoli bad only received a notification 
from bis Paris correspondent ! But he, too, is without news. 
The money cannot, therefore, have been sent. Have you 
suddenly become so ill as to .be unable to fulfil the mess^e 
entrnsted to yon ? 

For the last two months yon have displayed towards 
me the ntmost indifference, and despite all the letters wherein 
I begged of you to let me have some news of my son, 
have left me in mortal suspense. I suppose that you have 
fallen in love ; and I know well what yon are in that respect: 
when you are in your normal state, you are the most exact 
of men; but when taken np with some lady's charms, you 
forget everything and start for the world of fancy. That 
will only be momentary, I hope. Love passes away, but 
friendship, after slumbering for a longer or a shorter time, 
always breaks forth anew. At Nobant, yon also displayed 
those fits of forgetfnlness, and I was often frightened at 
your silence and distressed at remaining, for whole months 
at a time, withoat news of my son. 

But yet, all that does not justify your leaving me in 
absolute want in a foreign country. For the last two 
months I have lived on the 500 francs you sent me. 
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Ban, therefore, to the banker's, I beseech you, and request 
him to forward to me at once the money placed for me 
in yoar hands. 

Ton mnst hare received three months aaho-y of mine 
(Uarch, April, May) at Salmon's, 900 francs in all ; besides 
500 francs from Bnloz, making 1400 franca altogether. 
Out of thissnm there mnst remain 1000 francs after paying 
my rent and deducting the small amounts I owe you, which 
please to settle before anything else. Bear in mind that 
I am now living with the strictest economy, and sleeping 
on a mattress on the floor, for want of a bed. If the 
delay is caused by your own neglect, yon ought to feel some 
remorse for it; if, on the contrary, it proceeds from a mis- 
understanding, make haste and put an end to my anxiety. 
If you can allege any other justifiable reason, let me hear 
a word about it, it will be gladly welcome; but if, on the 
other hand, you are tired of attending to my affairs, say so 
frankly. I shall always be grateful to you for the past, and 
will not ask anything more from you until your pre- 
occupations have ceased. 

You had satisfactory news to give me respecting the 
health and progress of my son ; how is it that, after waiting 
a couple of months for them, I receive them from another 
person F Ha 1 my boy, you mnst indeed be very upset in 
heart or mind I 

Farewell, friend ; above all take care of your health 
I do not mind anything so long as you are well. 

Never mention politics in your letters. Firstly, I care 
very little about them, and secondly, that would be a sure 
reason for your letters not reaching me. 

G. S. 
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To M. Francois Rolunat, CMteauroux. 

Fam3, \hth August, 1S34. 
Fbiihd, 

Yesterday, on retamiiig from Veaice, where I have speat 
the whole year, I foaad your kind letter of April last. I 
shall start in five or six daya for Beiry, and hope to meet 
yon at ChSteaaroax. Try to be there between the 24th 
and the 26th, and to come with me to Nohant. That is 
absolntely necessary in order to complete my happiness. 

I have nothing to tell yon about myself ; except that I 
was distressed at being away from my children, and am now- 
delighted at again seeing Manrice, and impatient as regards 
Solange, that I love yon like a brother, and that, nnder 
the lovely stars of the Italian sky, I never spent an evening 
without recollecting onr walks and conversations at Kohant. 

I did not write to you while awayj for I must have 
given yoD an account of my whole life — a sad and wearisome 
pilgrimage^to describe which I had no hearL I will tell 
yon all when we meet once more in my garden or in the 
dales of Urmont. 

Whatever yonr previous business engagements may be, 
do not, friend, deprive me of that pleasure. Consider that 
bosiness opportunities may again offer themselves, whereas, 
happy days do not come in showers for ns. 

Good-bye, friend. I have walked three handred and fifty 
leagues,* for I went all through Switzerland ; besides which 
my Dose is so sunburnt that I look altogether lovely. Thank 

* The French league is oqaivalsnt to three English miles. 
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goodness we are friendBl for I Aeij any animal belonging 
to our species not to &11 back horror-stricken at the sight 
of me. Still I don't care, for my heart ia oTorflowing with 
joy. 



To M. Jules Soucoisan, Paris. 

NoHAMT, Slat Aiigutl, 1834. 
Mt deas Bot, 

I reached homo very tired and rather nnwell ; I am 
better now. Manrice is well. All my friends — GustaTe 
Papet, AlphoQBe Fleary, Charles Durernet, and Dnteil-— came 
to dine with as and the ladies of the Deoerf family and Jnles 
N^rand on the day after my return. 

I experienced great pleasure in being here once again 
in their midst. I felt I had oome to take leave of my birth- 
place, of all the recollections of my yonth and childhood ; 
for yon mnst hare naderstood and gaessed that life is hence- 
forth hateful and impossible for me, and that I hare earnestly 
made up my mind to finish it before long. 

We will talk of that again some other time. 

Meanwhile, I wish to thank yon for the constant and 
nntiring friendship of which yon hare given me so many 
proofs. I should have been bappy if I had always met 
with snch hearts as yours. You are even now taking every 
care of my Mend Pagello. 
very Iitnx tnily gratefol for it. Pa^Uo ia a worthy and 
reason for ^Q like yourself, quite of the same stamp, kind 
evoted. I am indebted to him for my own life 
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and Alfred's.* He contemplates ataying a few^ months in 
Paris. I entrnst and bequeath him to yon; as, with the 
present aerionsly diseased state of my mind, I know not 
what may happen to me. 

It ia quite possible that I shall not retam to Paris, at 
least for the present. That is why, as I fear that I might 
never again see that dear Fagello, who will probably soon 
go back to his own country, I invite him (with M. Dade- 
vant's coDsent) to come and spend a week or ten days 
here with ns. I do not know whether he will accept' my 
invitation. Join yonr entreaties to mine so that he may 
do me that favour, not by reading my letter to him, its 
depressed tone might grieve him, but by telling him that 
his visit will afford me the opportnnity of expressing to 
him an affection unfortunately sterile and on the point of 
entering the grave. 

I am anxious to have a long talk with yon and to entrust 
yon with the execution of my last and sacred wishes. Do 
not scold me beforehand. When we have talked together 
for an hour, when I have acquainted you with the state of 
my brain and heart, yoa will agree with me that it would 
be undignified and cowardly to try to live, when I already 
onght to have finished with life. The time has not yet come 
for explaining myself on that subject. It will, however, come 
soon. 

Should P^ello decide to come, give him all necessary 
information concerning the journey, and send him oEf next 
Friday. If you could accompany him, yonr presence would 



* Alfred de Musset, with irbom Oeorge Saod had been trarelUng 
ihrongb Italy, 
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cause me great plesBure; that ia why I do not expect you. 
Tell him what he will have to do at Ch&teaarooz, where he 
-will arrire at four o'clock in the morning, to start off again 
at siz, by the La Oh4tre coach ; for, at Luard's * they are 
not very affable to passing trarellers. 

Crood-bye. I am all in a ferer. Solange 19 charming. I 
cannot help crying when I kiss her. 

Give orders to have my mattresses corded. I do not wish 
to be eaten alire by worms, 

Adieu, friend. Yoar old mother is vary ill. Tell my 
laodlord that I intend to keep my apartments. 

What is the use of removing for so short a time as that 
which I contemplate still spending in this world 7 



To M. Francois Rolunat, Ch&teauroux. 

NoHANT, 20tt B^tember, 1834. 
I intended writing yon a long letter immediately after 
your departure ; but I failed to hit apon any argument in 
favour of my ideas. They only relate to a sentiment, to a 
kind of quite exceptional heroic instinct, and about which I 
shonld not dare to speak in earnest with more than three 
persons of my acquaintance. 

I never felt towards yon either moral or physical love; but 
since the first day I knew you, I have experienced for you 
one of those rare, profound, and insuperable sympathies which 
nothing can alter; for the deeper one examines oneself, the 
more identical with the being who inspires and shares that 

* An innkeeper at Ch&teaaronz, at whose place the coach used to 
pnt tip. 
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sympathy does one discover oneself to be. Your nature did 
not appear to me superior to mioe ; otherwise, I should have 
felt towards you the enthusiasm which leads to love. But I 
felt that you were my equal, my fellow, rato compare, as they 
say in Venice, - 

Yon were better than I because yon were younger, you 
had not lived so long in the turmoil, and had, from the outset, 
been placed by God 00 a firmer and better-defined path. Yet 
on leaving His hands your virtues and your faults, your lofty 
and your lowly sides, were similar to mine. 

I know many men far superior to yon; but I shall never 
love them as I do you, from the bottom of my heart. Never 
would it happen that I could walk about with them a whole 
night under the starry heavens, without my mind or heart 
experiencing some moments of antipathy and dissidence. Yet, 
how often have we prolonged till daybreak those long walks 
and never-ending talks, when, whatever impulse was awakened 
in my sonl was at the same time echoed in your own, and 
when the confession of such miseries conld never have risen 
to my lips 1 

We profess towards each other similar profound indul- 
gence, and a weak and tender complaisance, akin to that 
which one usually displays towards oneself. The same sort of 
fatuity which one feels as regards one's own ideas, the same 
kind of proud confidence which one places in one's own 
strength and worth, we display towards each other. Not once 
even did we discuss anything, good or bad. The utterances of 
the one are readily adopted by the other, not out of com- 
plaisance or devotion, but out of necessary sympathy. 

Before being acquainted with yon, I never believed that 
sack reciprocal adoption of views coald be possible^ and, 
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although posseaaing taitlifal, nameroas, and Taloable friends, 
I nerer met one (unless a child having never yet felt or 
thonght by himself) whose affection I did not hare to oonqaen 
and to preserve which aome oare, laboor, and personal exertion 
were not required on my part. 

It is fortunate that mankind should be thus made, and all 
those discrepancies of character of infinitely varied shades 
exist, so that men may smooth the asperities of their temper 
throngh matoal interconrse, and adopt mles of oondoci 
enabling them to avoid clashing together. 

But, when two identical beings meet face to face, when, 
after one day of tite-d-tete, they perceive with surprise and 
delight that they can thus spend all the days of their lives 
without ever crossing or grieving one another, what thanks 
ought they not to render to Crod I He, indeed, granted tbem 
an exceptional favour ; in the person of the friend, He 
bestowed upon them an invalnable gift, for which most men 
are seeking in vain. 



To M. Charles Duvbrnet, La Chdtre. 

Faub, ism Oaoher, 1834. 
Mt Diut COUHIOX, 

I think you are anjost and foolish to doubt my friend- 
ship. But you promise to rely blindly and for ever upon my 
reply, and that lessens your fault. 

Tes, my friend, I love yoo sincerely and with all my heart. 
I feel indifferent as to whether your temper is good or bad, 
amiable or sulky. I accept people's tempers as they are 
because I scarcely believe that man has the power of 
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modi^ng hia temperament, of caasing the nervoos to over- 
mle the Bongaine, or the bilioiis to dictate to the lymphatic. 
I am of opinioD that oar way of behaving through the 
ordinary conrse of daily life proceeds essentially from our 
physical DrganisatiDn ; I should never, therefore, blame any- 
body for being similar or different from me. What I care 
for, are innermost thoughts, serious sentiments, that which 
people call heart; when I find a man deficient in that, 
although that too may not be hia fault, I keep away from 
him, because, after all, I myself possess a heart I Having 
nothing to do with natnral dispositions in my life of inde- 
pendence and social isolation, I only consider heart and! 
conscience. I have always known yonr heart to be good audi 
sincere; I sometimes suspected it of being less warm' than it' 
really is, a mistake into which I fell respecting all my friends.. 

That occurred after heavy troubles which bad morally 
brought me to a morbid state. You must forgive me ; for I 
never told yoo my suspicions, although I felt cruelly grieved. 
In the state of mind I was then in I conld not accept as. 
reasonable any argnmenta but my own. I should therefore 
have been very foolish to complain. 

Ton mast sot reproach me with having kept silent; but, 
above all, do not think that I am still in the same disposition. 

I am cared: not that I feel happier, bat because, having- 
grown accustomed and resigned to my troubles^ my judgment 
is no longer misled by my feelings of grief. 

I went to you, full of regret and sadness at my inward 
doubts, and your welcome was so hearty, the affection you 
displayed was ao true, that I felt qaite cared on pressing your 
hand. How pregnant with explanations, jnstifications, and 
protestations is a cordial shake of the hand I It is said that 

VOL. I o 
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one friendly shake of the band is wortb more than a thooBand 
love kisses. How ooald yoa suppose that those I gave you 
on meeting again and on taking leave from yon were not 
Binoeref 

We are the two oldest comrades among the members of 
the society we f reqaent, and I am aware that on all occasions 
yon have taken op my defence against the injastice of others. 
I know that yoa never doubted me when the world calumni- 
ated me, and that yon forgave me when I committed the jokes 
which the world calls &ult3. What more could I expect? 
Ton are witty into the bargain, and yonr company is pleasant 
and recreative; that, my boy, is trne luxury. Your wife is 
lovely and exceedingly kind, and treated me at once like an 
old friend. The best proof of your affection for me is 
EngSnie's * conduct towards me. I was unable to express the 
good all that did me, bat I thought that the fact of my coming 
back from Yalen^ay would be understood by you as coaveyiog 
my appreciation of your kindness. Never in the midst of 
-the most serious and deepest causes of grief, had my heart 
been so sweetly moved, softened, and comforted. 

Yon sometimes misconstrued my laughter and my counte- 
nance, though both were only the result of the inward struggle 
taking place between my secret grief and the delight you 
were causing me. At all events, you stOl remain my friends, 
and wpre I to lose everything else, yonr friendship would still 
be for tne a real and priceless treasure. Have no fear that I 
should lever .underrate it, its value has been too obvious to mo 
daring the last few days. You both, dear friends, will be my 
refuge/ and, should I ever again feel tired of life, I would still 
ask yoa ^ bind me to it. 

* Uadame Obarlea Dnvernet. 
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But the first cooditioa of my happineas is to be assured of 
yonr own. Tou are happy, are you not? Do not say no; 
that woqM distress roe too much. Yours is, I know, a medi- 
tative and melancholy nature ; bnt that is no reason why you 
should be haughty and ongratefol. True and real joys have 
taken in your life the place oE the void and wearinomeness of 
which yoQ used to complain in the past ; yonr wife is delightful, 
and your child lovely. While you were both ill at Va]en9ay, 
I saw you kissing each other. Tou Io7e each other ; instead 
of blaming you for that, society considers it as an honour and 
a virtue. 

Believe me, your fate is the finest possible. Were either 
of you to fancy or wish for something better, that one must 
be very nngrateful. I agree with you that yon ought to have 
some permanent occupation : nobody should be idle. Ton have 
decided upon looking me np, and I folly approve your decision 
It is a mistake to think oneself good for nothing. As for me, 
I believe everybody good for something; you could write 
novels, and I could he receveur particulier.* The important 
point ia the will. If yoa should earnestly make up your 
mind to do something, and should need my help, my heart, 
arms, and purse I shall gladly plaoe at your disposal. If you 
should come here to study the law, bring your wife with you, 
I shall be a mother and a sister to her. 

Meanwhile I send her a nice fashionable dresa with cuffs. 
Fleaseaskhertoforward thehatto the petite "Gauloise."t As 
for yonr music and Alphonse's pipe, I will send them later on. 
I am just now entirely penniless, and mnafc be so for another 

* Beeeoeur particulier— Dietriot BecBiver of Inland Bevenae. 
t Nickname of Madame Alphonae Flenry. 

O 2 
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week, a Bituation I often am in, withoat bowerer haTiDg to 
Bnbniit to any priTatioD, thanks to the admii-able management 
which is one of my characteristic features. I will not keep 
Eugenie waitiog for the dress ; as for the rest, I mast put off 
sendiDg it until an occasion offers. Tell me what are the 
Cfmtreiantes which your wife asks for. I really must confess 
that I do not remember. The cuffs are not sach aa she 
wanted, people only wear the kind I send her. 

When shall I see yon again, dear friends ? Certainly as 
early as I can. In the meantime, love me well. Yon are all 
of you BO kind and liviug so close to one another. The 
" Ganlois," * his wife, Papet, Dnteil, what kind hearts and 
sympathetio friends I Yon lire in the midst of them all, 
ignoring even the names of the griefs that devour me. 

God be praised for thatl For you deserve better; but I 
ask from you as a favour to make room for me at the 
banquet, wbeceTer I come to sit at your table. 

Good-bye i I kiss every one of you with all my heart. 



To M. Adowhe Gv&roult, Paris. 

Faus, U\ Ifay, 1835. 
Mt dub Bot, 

Yonr lette" is kind and beautiful like your aonl ; bat X 

send back thr enclosed page, which is absurd and highly 

improper. Nobody must write to me in that tone. IE yoa 

el inclined to discourse and discuss so puerile an accessory 






* Nickname of M. Alphoaso Flcory. 
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as my garmeDts,* do so, pray, with differeot ideas and employ 
other ezpressiona. It is better that yon shoald not concern 
yoarseU abont my costume. Perase the parts which I have 
anderlined. They are highly impertinent. I shoald think 
yon must have had s drop too much when you wrote them. 
I bear you no ilUwill for that, and do not lore you any the 
less. I merely warn you ngainst again committing any such 
ridiculous mistake ; it is unbecoming in you. I hare always 
seen yoa display exqaisite tact and a delicacy oE feeling which 
I appreciated. 

As for the rest of your letter, you are quite rights and I do 
not intend to continue a controversy as regards the Saint- 
Simoniana I I lore those men and admire their first leap in 
this world. I fear that they will modify their views in 
accordanco with oar coarse and covetons reason, not out of- 
cormptioD, bat out of lassitude or misguidance. 

Yon know that I judge all things sympathetically. I 
little sympathise with oar civilisation, though it is triamphiag 
in the East. I shoald prefer another, not having Louis 
Philippe as its patron and Janin f as its corypMe. 

In that I am perhaps unjust. You most not, therefore, 
pay any attention to it, and above all never alarm yoarself 
at the fits of spleen or bilions irritation you may sometimes 
notice in me. 

Yoa are mistaken it you think me more Jretful now than 
in the past. On the contrary, I am less so. Gtreat men and 
great thoaghts are constantly before my eyes. I shonid be 

* Adolpha Gnironlt had rebnked George Sand for going abont in 
men's olotliea. 
t JoIm Janin. 
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ungracious if I were to deny the existence of labonr and 
virtne. 

My ideas respecting the rest are the resnlt of my cha- 
racter. My sez, with which in more than one respect I 
get on very well, allows of my not exerting myself too mach 
towards amendment. Were I the greatest genius in the 
world, I would not disturb a straw in the universe, and with 
the exception of a few whiCs of virile and warlike ardour, 
I easily fall back into a wholly seutimeutal and poetical 
existence, qnite without doctrines and systems. 

Were I a man, I would willingly from time to timo take 
up the sword or the pen ; but as I am not, I will leave the 
aword alone and take up the pen, which I will endeavour to 
use as well aa I possibly cau. lb matters little what sort 
of garments I wear in my study, aud my friends will, I hope, 
have as much respect for me if I dou a vest as though I wore 
a shift, 

I never go out-of-doors dressed in men's clothes without 
taking a stick with me ; therefore, do not feel uneasy. The 
fancy I have for wearing a frock-coat sometimes, and in 
given circumstances, will not bring about a great revolution in 
my life. 

Calm yourself, I do not covet the dignity of man. It 
seems to me too ludicrous to deserve to be preferred to 
woman's servility. But I intend to possess, now and ever, 
the full and proud iudependence which you men believe yoa 
have alone the right to enjoy. I wonld not advise everybody 
to follow my example; but I will not, as regards myself, 
allow any love of mine to ofFer the least obstacle to it. I 
trust that I shall be able to lay down such harsh and precise 
conditions that no man will be rash or vile enough to accept 
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Those coQsiderationa are, yon feel it yonrself, mattera quite 
personal to me, whioli may raise doabts or blame ia your 
mind, witbonl my taking offence ; but do they involre serious 
discossion ? No, indeed, there is no more arguing abont it 
than about hunger, which gets satisfied or makes', itself felt. 
Bat we shall see ! It is useless to speak of the morrow when 
one is contented with the schemes of the day. If we. did 
not beliere in the duration of a scheme, it could not exist 
for one single minute in our brain. But if we could ensnre 
that duration, we should be as mighty as God Himself. 

Therefore consider me as a man or as a woman, as you 
please. Bnteil says I am neither one nor the other, but that I 
am a hevng. That implies all the bad and all the good 
ad lihiivm. ' 

Be that as it may, look upon me as a friend, as being 
at the same time a brother and a sister to yon : a brother, 
in order to render you the serrices which you might expect 
from a man ; a sister, so as to listen to and understand the 
delicate feelings of your heart. 

But tell your friends and acquaintances that it is quite 
useless for them to desire to kiss me for the sake of my 
dark eyes, because I do not kiss more readily when wearing 
a frock-coat than when wearing the garb of my sex ! 

Good-bye ; do not let us talk any more on that subject, 
it would be both irksome and improper. Let us speak of 
the world's prospects and of the beauties of Saint^Simonism 
as much as you like. I should be very sorry to alter your 
temper, and I warn yon that it would not be easy to modify 
mine. 

Tours at heart. 
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To M. Alexis Dutbil, La Ch&tre. 

Paws, 25tft Kay, 1835. 
Old Fallow, 

I perceive that, aEtep all, Caaimip* is really down- 
hearted, that he much regrets his little kingdom, and that 
the idea of seeing me ictrodnce the least modification into 
Aw arran^ammia ia bitter and mortifying to him, although he 
does not say so. 

I also perceive that the separation of ear home and 
resonrces will not take place without provoking grief and 
ill-hnmonr on his part, and that, in consenting to it, he 
thinks he performs a truly stoical deed. I am not inclined 
to consider his repagnance as serioos. My profession affords 
me independence and liberty of action, and it ia not to my 
taste to accept grace or favour from anybody, even when 
people do me a charity with my own money, I should not 
feel pleased if my husband (who, so it seems, is impelled by 
some infiuence hostile to me) were to take it into his head to 
give himself out as a Tictim, chiefly in my children's eyes, 
whose esteem I much value. I am anzioos that people should 
know to my credit that I never did anything good or bad, 
unless he authorised or tolerated it. Do not meet this l^ 
considerations of aemiviaaiai on his part. I never judge aenti- 
ments except through actions, and all I wish ia that be 
should remain with me on a footing of friendship, likely to 
serve as a salutary example to my children. I do not want 
to ensore my welfare at the expense of the self-love or of 

* Gaaimir Dndevant, George Sand's boaband. 
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the pleasores o£ any ona Thai ts wy chvraeter, aatare, aa 
Odry * would Bay. 

I therefore retant to joo tlie ^reementa which he signed, 
uid, moreover, I return them torn np, ao that he may only 
hare the trouble of burning them ahould he in the least 
regret the arrangement proposed and drawn up by himself. 
Good-bye, old fellow I I will come and see yoa during holiday 
time. I shall stay at M. Duderaot's, provided he condescends 
to grant me his hospitality. If not, I shall hire a room at 
Brazier's ; f for nothing in the world could induce me to 
give np any of my frienda. But, as regards a stipulated 
separation, proclaimed with trumpets and wetted with the 
teara of my husband's friends, I will not have it, and would 
rather never come back from Conetantinople t than see the 
Mayor of Nohant-Yio § grow thin over it. 

Long live joy, old boy I I am, and shall always be, your 
best friend. 

Geobgi. 

* An actor. 

f Sraiier, aa innkoeper at La OhUre. 

X Allneioa to a conlempUted jonmey whioh she never performed. 
$ Baron Ca8iiiurDnder(iiiti,lierhiiBbaiid,was the ohiefmagistnte of 
bis town. 
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To TMB CouNTMSS d'Agoult,* Geneva. 

Pakib, 3faj, 1836. 
Mt BuunrnL, faib-bairid Coumtbbs, 

I am not personally acqaainted witli yon, bat I have 
heard Franz f talk abont 70a, aod Have seen yoa myself. 
I believe tbat, after that, I may withoat folly tell yoa that 
I love yon, that yon seem to me the only beautiful, estimable, 
and truly noble star which I have seen shining in the 
patrician sphere. You must indeed be rety attractive, since 
I foi^ot yoar being a oonntess. 

But now yoa are to my eyes the real type of the fantastic 
princess, artistic, loving, and noble in her ways, langaage, and 
dress, like the daughters of kings in poetic times. Tbas 
yoa appear to me, and I wish to love yon as yon are and for 
what yon are. 

Of noble birtb, let it be so, since being noble in name 
(as far as words go) yon succeeded in being noble in ideas, 
and since, though a countess, yon appeared to me amiable 
and beantifnl, as sweet as the Valentine of whom I dreamed in 
the past, and far more intelligent ; for you are so, and rather 
too much so, and that is the only thing I can find to reproach 
yoa with. I address the same reproach to Franz, to all 
those whom I love. Nameroos and active ideas oonstitnte 
a great evil. A whole life should only possess a few of them ; 
then the secret of happiness would be found. 

* Th« Countess d'Agonlt who, under th« paeadonym tA Dontal 
Stsm, wrote among other works : La, Bivohttion de 1848, HUfoire df 
Fat/i-Bat, and Etguitiet MordUt. 

t FnoELiBEt. 
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I oUerisb the hope of coming to see 70a as one of the 
pleasantedt projects I erer formed in my life. I fancy that 
when we know more of each other we shall both really love 
each other. You are a thousand times better than I; but 
yon will see that I do not lack the sentiment of all that 
is fine, of all that which yoa possess. It is not my fanlt 
if I am not better. I was of a good seed, bat instead of being 
sown in a good soil I was dropped among stones, and the 
winds scattered me. Never mind I I am not envioas of other 
people's happiness. Far from it. It makes up for my want 
of it. It reconciles me to Providence, and proves that when 
it ill-treats its children it only does so unwittingly. I still 
understand the langni^es which I no longer speak, and 
although I might often keep silent beside you, none of yonr 
words would fall upon an indifferent ear or into a barren 
hear 

Ton wish to write ? Do so by all means I Ton will not 
find it difficult to surpass the glory of Miltiades whenever 
inclined to do so. Ton are yonng, in the fall possession 
of your intellect, in all the lucidity of your unbiassed judgment. 
Make baste and write, before having thought much; when 
you have pondered over all things, you will feel no special 
taste for any particular subject, and will write by habit only. 
Write while you have genius, while the gods and not memory 
dictate to yoa. I predict great success for yon. May God spare 
yoo the thorns which protect the sacred flowers composing the 
crown of fame 1 For why should they stand in your way t 
Yoa are diamond-like, yoa whose heart is as free from 
vindictive and hateful passions as is mine; besides, yoa 
sever passed through the wilderness. Yon are brilliant, fresh, 
and blooming. 
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Show what yon can do. Should it be neoeasary to write 
newspaper artioles in order to indaoe the pablio to read 
yoar first book, I will fill the press with them. Bat, 
once read, yon will no longer reqnire anybody's aasistance. 

Farewell; talk of me by yoor fireside. I think of yon 
daily, and am delighted to know yoa are anderstood and 
belored as you deserve to be. Write to me when you have 
time to do so. It will cast a beam of happiness and sunshine 
on my loneliness. If sad, that will rSTive mej if happy, it 
will increase my happiness; if calm, as is now my nsnal 
frame of mind, it will caose me to consider life in a still more 
religions aspect. 

All that Ood has giren man ia good for bim, aocordiug 
to circumstances, when he knows how to accept it. His goal 
gets transformed nuder the band of a great artist able to turn 
it to the best advantage, provided the clay does not resist the 
hands of the modeller. 

Good-bye, dear Marie. Ave, Maria, gratia plena ! 

GioBai, 



To Madame Claire Bsunnb,* Paris. 

Faah, May, 18S5. 

Please to accept the full expression of my gratitude 
for the good will with which you honour me. 

Best assured that the imknovm well-withers I poatees M 
thie world, and to which yoa belong, are in close oommnnioa 
with me in the eyes of God. 

* Widow of Mr. Vaxboatj, and a distinguished writer, 
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Bat to yon, wlio appear to ba a superior woman, I can 
say what I should not dare to say to others : Do not try to 
see me I Praises disturb and distress me painfully. I feel 
that I do not deserre them. I should appear cold to yon, 
and should no doubt displease you, as I did before many 
persons who caused me to feel timid, in spite of my etEorta to 
expreaa my g^titude to them. The prying gaze, full of 
exigence and curiosity, which the world accorda me, is 
the chastisement of my vain and irksome fame. Allow me 
to shun it. 

Were I to meet yon in a field, at an inn, were I to see you 
at your country house or at nine, I might hope to surmount 
the difficulty of a first interriew, and shonld have full con- 
fidence in myself. But here we should never be alone 
together; my attic is only composed of one room, and thirty 
visitors call upon me every day, either aa friends, or on busi- 
ness, or simply out of idle curiosity, I often give way to 
them, lest they should think me proud. Understand me and 
love me better than they all. Yon do not want me, otherwise 
I should go and meet yon. 

Do not think me ungrateful I kiss the hand which wrote 
my eulogy with so much grace. 

Qkoeoi Sand. 

To Ms. * * * 

PtKTO, Jww, 1635. 
Love, such as it is conceived and felt by our nature 
in 1835, is not the purest and noblest feeling in the world. 
It baa been worse and better, according to circumstances. 
In our days it is a mixtare of enthusiasm and selfisbnesB 
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wbioli, amoDg womeo, imparts to it qnite a special character. 
Deprived of the siAvAary prejudices of devotion, abandoned to 
tho fermentation of reason which mna helter-skelter through 
their edaoation, they are ueverthelesB rigoronaly branded by 
pahlic opinion. The latter is, on one side, the intolerance 
of ill-looking, cold, or cowardly women ; on the other, the 
sneering and insulting censure of men, who no longer wish 
for devont women, who do not yet want them to be en- 
lightened, bat always require them to be faithful. It is not 
easy for womea to combine philosophy and chastity. Such 
instances are scarcely met with, unless there be no warmth of 
temperament, and yet that in itself is not a guarantee. Vanity 
leads to more folliea and blunders than does temperament. 

Women, in our days, are therefore neither enlightened, uor 
devont, nor chaste. The moral revolution which was to trans- 
form them according to the wishes of the new male generation 
failed to produce the desired effect. Men refused to allow 
woman to raise herself in her own eyes, they declined to give 
her a noble part to play, and to place her on a footing of 
equality which would have fitted her for virile virtues. For 
free women chastity would have been an honour. For en- 
thralled women it is a tyranny which wounds their feelings, 
and whose yoke they resolutely shake off. I cannot blame 
them. 

I, however, have no esteem for them. They lost their 
cause by rushing into dissipation in the name of love and 
enthusiasm, and the conduct of each and all such women, 
whatever it may be, is always full of folly and imprudence, 
mixed np with the most opposite feelings : weakness and fear. 
From all their folly there has never resulted hitherto 
anything good, durable, and noble after their fall. They 
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never sacceed in leading aa honourable and worthy existence. 
We see one ostensibly breaking ofE all iatercourae witb 
society, and soon after resorting to a thousand mean devices 
in order to re-enter it; another, hariog rained her lover, is 
^ beggar, and, having been ftccnstomed to wear satin 
dresses, thinks herself very unfortunate to be reduced to don 
rags. Another, again, in order to escape misery, becomes 
depraved, and turua oat worse than a " common woman." 
Finally, another, and she probably the best of all, seeing 
what misfortune she has brought upon her paramour, and 
not knowing how to remedy the sitnation, puts an end to faer 
life, with the result only of taming her survivor into an objeot 
of horror unless he soon follow her example. 

Such is what, up to the present, I have noticed in the 
romantic adventures of our times. Any sach calm, respect- 
able and enviable anion I have not met with, and doabt 
whether any each is to be found in France. Our society is 
still full of hostility against those who ruu foul of its insti- 
tutions and prejudices, and females who feel the want of 
liberty, and are not yet ripe for it, lack both the strength and 
the power for carrying on the straggle against a whole society 
which has doomed them, to say the least, to abandonment and 
misery. 

That is the social picture which I would have you place 
nnder the eyes of your young friend. Too must show her 
in all its ugly reality, the condition of wotnan in these days 
of transition, which pave the way to a better fate for those 
who will come after us. As for her, still pare and spotless as 
a flower, you must point out to her the beautiful part she has 
to play, but warn her against impulsive actions. That beautiful 
part I will presently explain to yon. 
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t6te4-tgte and hoars of entbasiasm to degenerate, under the 
veil o£ ecstasy, into physical desires, against which, when you 
have indiscreetly trifled with them, resistance is no longer 
possible. 

Parify yonr hearts, be martyrs and saints, or leave each 
other withoat delay; for, if weak enough to snccamb, yon will 
both be plunged into a series of misfortanes and disap- 
pointments, in the midst of which love will vanish. I feel 
snre of that as &r as yoa are concerned, for yonr sonl, I know, 
conld not become sullied withoat at once detesting the defiling 
oanse. 

The strict virtue which I connsel will, I suppose, be only 
hard to practise for 70a as a man. I should really be sur- 
prised if a woman in the flower of youth, and still quite pure, 
should fail to grasp the poetry and charm of snch virtue, and, 
after a very short time, should not find in it all the guarantees 
for her happiness and eecarity. 

It is easy to conceive under a general aspect the noble 
part she will play and the worthy example she will oSer in 
thus acting. Women situated similarly in the terrible 
struggle between a passion and their duty will mightily 
plead their cause in displaying the strength of mind of which 
they are capabl& Being compelled to esteem them, their hus- 
bands will never oppress them. If they should do so, if 
we should really see a faultless, generous, prudent, and 
stoical sex, insnlted and misunderstood by a despotic and 
brutal one, that would soon give rise to enfranchising laws ;. 
for each sex possesses for the cause of truth, a sentiment of 
justice and a craving for equity which can be roused and will 
prevail in due time. 

I feel no doubt that, if all this be properly settled and 
VOL. L p 
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duly regarded, yoar love will be happy, durable, and worthy 
of admiratioa. Your chief characteristics are constancy, 
eqoanimity, and tenderness. A woman worthy of you will 
durably enlist yonr affection, and it is impossible that a woman 
who has understood you should not be yonr equal as regards 
cour^l^ and delicacy of feeling. 

Socie^ is bad and cruel. Oar passions are neither good 
nor bad. The difiSculty is to make something oat of nothing. 
It is easy enough to lore. The commonest of grisettea will 
write fine love-letters, and sacrifice herself with as much 
abnegation as a muse. It requires much labour and a superior 
will to tnm passion into a virtue. If we would raise the level 
of society, we must likewise raise the standard of our passions. 
Sut by following their impulse we Shall do a very usual and 
«ommou thing, only fit to provide MM. Scribe, Balzac, George 
■Sand, and Company with the subject of a vaudeville or of a 
novel. Such people should not be taken as umpires in r^^rd 
lo wisdom and truth. They write stories in order to amuse 
ns. Were their object to deliver lectures on morality they 
vonld depict life such as it is. 



To Maurice Dudevant, College Henri IV., Paris. 

Paris, Ifti Jv.ne, 1855. 
Study, be strong, proud, independent, and scom the 
little vexations inseparable from yonr age. Reserve yonr power 
of resistance for acts and facts worthy of it. Time will come 
when resistance will be commendable. Should I be no more, 
think then of me, who suffered and worked cheerfully. We 
are alike in body and soul. I know, even now, what sort of 
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intellectaal life yours will be. I fear much profoand grief 
is in store for you, bnt I tope that yoa will have many pure 
joys. Keep up within yourself the treasure called kindness. 
Give without hesitation, lose without regret, acquire without 
meanness. Should happiness desert you, let that of those 
whom you love fill your heart, and share in it as though 
it were your own. Do not give up your hopes in a 
future life, wherein mothers and sons will meet again. 
Love all God's creatures ; forgive those who are disinherited 
by nature ; resist those who are iatquitoua ; devote yourself 
to those who are great in virtue. 

Love me I I will teach you many things if we ever live 
together. Should we not be deetined to enjoy that happiness 
(the greatest which could happen to me, the only cause of my 
wishing for a long life), yoa will pray to God for me, and 
from the boaom of death, should anything be left of me ia 
the whole universe, the shadow of your mother will watch 
over yoa. 

Your friend, 

GlOBOI. 

To Madame Maurice Dupin, Paris. 

HoHAXT, 25A Oetoher, 183S. 
Ht dras Mawa, 

It is my duty to acquaint you, first of all, with facts 
which must not come to your knowledge by the channel of 
public report. I have hroaght an action for judicial sepa- 
ration against my husband. My reasons for so doing are so 
very serious that I will not here expound them to you. I 
shall shortly go to Paris, and will then take yoa oa judge of 

p 3 
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my condact. For my iDterest, for my children's, and for 
his own, I think I hare done right Daderant feels his case 
IB a bad one, for ha does not even try to defend it, and will go 
back to Paris in a few days, there to await the decision of 
the Court. 

Shotdd yoa see him, do not pretend to be acquainted with 
what is going on, for his vanity, already mnoh hart, might 
be farther incensed were he to suspect that I indulge in 
recrimioatioDS t^inst him. He might then raise some 
quibble likely to bring about a scandal, and not calculated 
to improve his position. Besides, yon cannot desire me to 
lose a suit, after which I should be at his mercy. The chances 
are a thousand to one that I shall carry the day, bat a single 
thing might be sufficient to throw me. 

Therefore, be cantiona ; for he will probably call upon yon 
with the intention of discnipating himself, or in order to sound 
yon. Yon must, dear mamma, assame perfect ignorance. Ab 
for me, without meaning to accuse him uselessly, I should 
think I was not fulfilling my duty were I to fail to inform yon 
of my situation in siich serious circumstances. 

The following will be the results of the decision which I 
hope to obtain from the Court, all the clauses of which my 
husband himself laid down or agreed to : I engage to pay 
him a yearly income of three thousand eight hundred francs> 
which, added to twelve hundred francs (all that is left out of a 
fortune of one hundred thousand franca which he once pos- 
sessed), will make up an income of five thousand francs a 
year. I shall besides undertake alone the chai^ for the 
education of my two children. Yoa see that his position will 
be quite honourable, and that he need not grumble. 

My daughter will be left entirely to my own care; my son 
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will stay at college and spend one month o£ liis holidays with 
hia father, the other month with me. They are both ignorant 
of the separation decided npon ; that is a matter eaey to keep 
{rom them, nnneceesary and even grievotiB to tell them, and, if 
my hnahand will respect propriety and dnty, neither of my 
children will learn to love one of their parents at the expenae 
of the other. 

In consideration of these provisions, Dadevant will let the 
law have its course without wrangling, and, should it decide in 
my favonr, as doubtless it will, I shall recover my freedom 
and dignity. My property will certainly be taken better care 
of than by him, and my bfe be sabjected no longer to violence 
which knew no limit. 

Nothing will prevent me from doing that which I mast 
and mean to do. I am my father's daughter, and do not care 
a jot for prq'ndice when my heart dictates to me courage and 
justice. Had my father listened to tbe fools of this world I 
should not be heiress to his name ; in that he left a grand 
example of independence and paternal love which I will 
follow, even should I, in so doing, scandalise the whole 
nniverse. Tbe latter is indifferent to me; all I care for are 
Uaarice and Solange. 

When yon feel inclined to come to Nohant, you will in 
future find yourself there in my own house, and, if yoa should 
grow tired of living all alone, yon will be welcome at Kohant, 
which yoa mast then regard as your own. 

I contemplate settling down there with my danghtOFf 
whose education I will andertake, and go to Paris only from 
time to time, in order to see yon and my son. 

Please not to speak to anybody aboal the contents of this 
letter, anless it be to Fierret, who will understand the 
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pradeoce dictated id thU caae. I will not write to my aunt 
yet on the Bobject; her family is so nnmerons that something 
of it might leak oat, and Dndevant might thaa think that I 
intend to estrange my whole family from him. 

Good-bye, mother ; I kias yon with all my heart. Let me 
hear from yoa at poefa reBianU La Ch&tre. 



To THE Countess d'Agovlt, Geneva. 

KoBANT, let Hovemher, 183S, 

Messrs. Frana and Puzzi* are horrid yonng men — 
ihey hare not replied to my letter, and I abandon them to 
yonr wrath. As for yoa, yoa are an angel, and I thank yoa ; 
bat retrain from kindness towards them, and avenge me for 
their forgetfalness by refusing a smile to the one and a sweet 
to the other for a whole day. 

Is Genera habitable in the winter, that yon stay there ? 
What a lorely and enriable life yoa lead I Bat why did not 
Hearen create me with a beautifully fair head of hair, large 
calm blue eyes, a truly celestial expression, and a sonl in 
keeping with it ? 

Instead of that, the bile derours me, and confines me to a 
regular cell, wherein I hare no other society but a skall f and 
a Turkish pipe. I am attached to the place as a Laplander to 
the frozen land which he calls his country, and I coald not for 
the present fancy any other Eden. As for yoa, fair and kind 



* Franz Liszt and HermaiiQ Oohea, his pnpiL 

f AUasion to an anatomicaJ piece bearing divisions, legeodB, and 
nnmbera nritlea with ink, according to the phrenological STstem o{ 
Oall and Spnraheim. 
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Marie, yoa are in myrtle and orange groves. Pray for me, 
that I may not leave my icy Bolitnde, for I am in my element, 
and the snn does not shine npon me. 

I am not jealoas of yoa, bnt I admire and esteem yoa ; 
for I am aware that durable lore is a diamond requiring a case 
of pnre gold, and yoar sonl is that preciotu tabernacle. 

All yon say respecting the non-snperiority of the Tarions 
social classes over one another is well said and well thought. 
It ia true, and I believe it because yon say it. Yet I will not 
allow any one else to tell me that the last are not the first, and 
that the oppressed ia not better than the oppressor, the 
despoiled than the spoliator, the slave than the tyrant. That 
is an old hatred of mine against all that is raised npon 
pedestals of clay. Bnt this is a question which I cannot 
discuss with you. Your rank is high, I bow to it and acknow- 
ledge it. It consists in being kind, intelligent, and beautiful. 
Pat aside your coronet of countess, and let me break it in 
pieces. I will give yoa a starry crown far more becoming 
to yoo. 

Excuse my being metaphorical to-day, and I beseech yon, 
for God's sake, do not langh at me. Yon know I am not 
nsoally given to emphasis, and if I now asanme that pedantic 
tone, it is that my poor head is aching with the mist which we 
call poetry. Besides, reasonable ways are alt very well 
towards those hostile crowds which we term the indifEerent ; bnt 
with those we love we may be as ridiculous as we please. 
That is why I will no more refrain from saying to you things 
in had taste than from sending a besmudged letter. 

Jnst fancy, my dear friend, that timidity is my greatest 
plague. You would scarcely have saspected it 7 Everybody 
believes me to be of bold mind and temper. Everybody is 
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mistaken. My mind ia indifferent and my temper acrimonious. 
I am not afraid of, bat I miatrast people, and my life is one of 
dreadfal angnisli when I am not alone, or in the society of 
those with whom I feel- aa free as with my dogs. Ton mnst 
not hope to care me easily of certain fits of stiffness which are 
only expressed by reticence. If we ehoald become better 
acquainted, as I hope and wish that we may, yoa will have to 
exercise your control over me, otherwise I shall always be nn- 
pleasant. If yon treat me lilce a child I shall become good, 
because I shall feel at ease ; I shall not be afraid lest any im- 
portance shonld be attached to me ; I shall feel at liberty to 
say the most stupid, foolish, and improper things in the world 
without being ashamed. I shall know that you have accepted 
me as I am. If I have bad moments I shall also have 
good ones. Otherwise I ehoald be neither good nor bad. 
I shall weary yon, and so will you me, however perfect you 
may be. 

Mankind is my enemy, let me tell yon ; I love my friends 
tenderly and blindly. Ail others I have profoundly detested. 
I feel no ardour now for hatred ; bat I am cold as death to those 
whom I do not know. I much fear that that is what people 
call the selfishness of old age. I would sacrifice my life for 
the defence of ideas which will, no doubt, never be realised in 
my lifetime. I would help the meanest clown out of obstinacy 
for the hope of all my life, which is perhaps nothing else than 
a long dream. To please myself I would sot save my 
neighbour's child from drowning. There is therefore some- 
thing in me which wonld be odious were it not sheer infirmity, 
the result of some acute disease. 

Tou must quickly do your very best that I may love you ; 
that will not be difficult. In the first place, I love Franz. He 



5c by Google 



Letters of George Sand. 217 

told me to love you. He told me to rely on yon as I would oa 
himself. 

The first time I saw you I thought yoa were pretty ; but 
that yoa were cold. At the second interview I told yon that I 
detested the nobility ; I did not know that yon beloq^d to it. 
Instead of slapping my face, as I deserved, yoa disclosed yoar 
sonl to me, as thongh yon had kaown me for the last ten 
years. It was kind, and I at once felt I could love yoa ; but 
I do not yet love yoa. It is not because I am not sufficiently 
acquainted with yoa ; I know as much of yoa now as I shall 
twenty years hence. It is rather yon who do not know enough 
of me. Being unaware whether yoa will be able to lore me, 
auch as I really am, I will not love you yet. 

Friendship is too serions and too overruling s matter for 
me. If yoa wish me to love yon, yon must therefore begin by 
loving me ; that is quite right, I will prove it to you. A soft 
and white hand meets the lovely back of a porcupine. The 
charming animal is fully aware that the white hand will not 
do him any harm. He knows that he, poor wretch, is scarcely 
inviting enough to be made a pet of. Before returning the 
caresses bestowed upon him, he waits until the hand has 
grown accustomed to his pricks; for, if the hand he loves 
shrinks from him (there is no reason why it should not), 
although the porcupine may exclaim, " It is not my fault," 
that will not at all console him. 

Consider then whether you can give your heart to a porcu- 
pine. I am capable of anything. I will play a thousand 
silly tricks; I will tread upon your toes; I will make rude 
replies without the least provocation ; I will reproach yoa with 
a defect which yon do not possess ; I will suspect you of an 
intention which you never had; I will tummy back upon 
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yoa ; in short, I will make myself anbe&rable, until I am quite 
aare that I cannot make you cross and disgust you with me. 

I will then carry you upon my back ; I will do your 
cooking ; I will wash your plates ; all you will say will sound 
divine to me. If you happen to tread on some dirt, I will 
think it smells nice. I will see yon with the same eyes that I 
have for myself when I am well and of a cheerful humour ; 
that is to say that I couBider myself as perfection, and all 
that is not of my way of thinking the object oE my deep 
contempt. Do, then, your best that you may enter my eyes, 
my ears, my veins, my whole being. You will, in that case, 
learn that nobody on earth loves more than I, because I love 
without being ashamed of the reason why X love. That reason 
is the gratitude I feel towards those who adopt me. That is 
my summing up. It is not modest, but it is sincere. I con- 
sider as a jumble of words any affection which does not 
acknowledge its partiality, its impudence, its companionship-— 
all that which causes the world to laugh and say: "They 
worship each other {asinua asinurn)." If things are not so, 
tell me, pray, who on earth will love me ? Who is similar 
to another ? Who is not shocked and hurt a hundred times a 
day by his best friend, if he examine the latter from the 
transoandental heights of analysis, of philosophy, of criticism, 
eeiketice (and all the other tea) ? We must always pretend 
that our friends are right, even in things regarding which we 
should be wrong to imitate them. Bat to do so, we must be 
sure that the being npon whom we confer the great right 
and great title of friend will never perform bat good or 
excusable deeds, or at least deeds deserving of indulgence. 

Think then, and consider whether yon can be that for me. 
I would prefer to break off our relations at once and limit 
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myself to an awkward coolness, the only thing o£ which I am 
capable unless I love, in order to deceive yon as regards the 
asperities of my charming temper. It wonld, nererthelesa, 
distress me mach, having met with a woman like yourself^ 
not to be allowed to bind my life to faers. 

Qood night, friend; answer me at once and at length. 
If yon should not feel any sympathy for me, by all means 
say BO. I will not bear yon any ill-will for confessing it. I 
will respect yonr frankness. If you should mistrust me, say 
so also; that will leave me some hope, for my detects are such 
as to be tolerated, and perhaps toned down by contact with 
yon. 

I have taken the liberty of dedicating to you Simon, a 
rather voluminous story, which is about to appear in the 
Sevue. Kot knowing what is the outward position adopted by 
yon in Geneva, I made that dedication exceedingly mysterious, 
BO much so that nobody will guess it applies to you, unless yon 
Bhonld authorise me to explain myself more fully. 

I was forgetting to tell you about my present life. Yon 
must know that I am still at my seat in the coantry. I have 
brought an action for judicial separation gainst my husband, 
who ran away, leaving me mistress of the battle-Geld. I am 
awaiting the decision of the Conrt. I am all alone in that 
large isolated mansion ; not a servant sleeps under my root, 
not even a dog. The silence is so profound at night (yon will 
scarcely credit it, and yet it is a fact), that, when I open my 
window and the wind is favourable, I distinctly hear the town 
clock strike, although the town is three miles distant as the 
crow fiies. I do not receive a sonl; I am leading a nnn'a life. 
I am expecting the issue of my suit, upon which depends the 
bread of my old age ; for you may be sure that I shall never 
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be able to earn eDongh to pay for the expenses of tbe hospital 
where m; hosband's kindness would let me die. 

Jnst think I He had the happy thought of trying to kill 
me one eTening when he was druok. Until that kind whim 
of conjugal murder restores to me my native placOj my old 
house, and fire or six wheat-fields, which will support me 
when my long night toils have driven me to idiocy, I follow 
the example of Sixtus Qninctua.* My horse is safe ander 
the tent, and not a fly can be heard abont my deserted 
cloister. 

The gardener and his wife, who are my /oc/ofa, beefed of 
me not to make them sleep in the house. I wanted to know 
their motive. At last, the husband, with his eyes demurely 
cast down, said to me : " It is because madame has such an 
ngly head, that my wife, being in the family-way, might 
become ill through fright." He meant the skull on my table 
(at least, so he swore afterwards) ; for I did not at all relish 
the joke and lost my temper. I afterwards thonght that that 
ugly-looking sknll might produce a great effect. I then 
allowed my gardener to leave me, with the conviction that my 
keeping that skull was a sign of penance and piety on my 
part. 



* Allosion to a atory which relates that, upon the meeting of the 
Holy Conclave for the election of a anooessoi* to the Pope, Siitua 
Qainctna, then a cardinal, and who aeoretly nnreed in his heart the 
ambition of obtaining the tiara, pretended to be bo broken down and 
feeble that, hopping about on crntohea, he had to be carried to the 
Hall of Conclave. Thinking that his end waa near, the Sacred College, 
as a tmce to their disaeaaiona, resolved to elect him Pope. Bnt, at the 
Te Deom that followed hia election, Sixtns, having secured his airo, 
threw up hia cmtchea and sang out the hymn of thanks in a clear and 
powerful voice, that took everybody by surprise. — TaA^aiATOS. 
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As it is, tbree miles from here, four tboasand simpletons 
believe me bent on my koees in Baokcloth and ashes, weeping 
over my eins like Magdalene. The awakening will be terrible. 
On the morning ol my victory I will throw np my crutch, and 
ride ronnd the fonr comers of the town open my galloping 
horse. It yon should hear that I am converted to reason, to 
ptiblin morality, to the love of the laws of exception, to Lonis 
Philippe, the almighty father, and to his son, Fonlot Bosolin, 
and to his holy Catholio chamber, do not be snrprised at any- 
thing, I am capable of writing an ode to the King, or a 
Boonet to M. JacqnemtDOt.* 

I have written to yon the most stnpid stnff in the world. 
Try to do the same, and to place yourself on a level with me. 
Say what yoo may, you are compelled to do so. 

Qood night. Yoora, 

OlOBOK. 

To M. Adolphb Gu&roult, Paris. 

La Oeatri, 9<& Jfovsmber, 1835. 
Ht diab Boy, 

I must answer two letters from yoo, and will do so 

before setting to work, for I have laid the plot of a novel in 

my bead, Althongh you may say that I make a fuss, yon 

will hear no more from me, for the next two or three months, 

than if I were dead. 

I wrote the opening pages yesterday, ^id am in ^1 the 

beat of the fire. Yon know what it is. In all things the 

beginning is the great time. That is perhaps the reason why 

* General Tiaconnt Jean Francis Jacqueminot, appointed in 1642 
Commander-in-Chief of the National Guard. 
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1 &in so warm a Repablioan, aad you bo opposed to Saint- 
SimoQism. Be it as it may, follow your coarse if you tlunk it 
is the right one. We all aim at what is good, though we 
employ different means to reach our object. We always 
quarrel, because every one of us thiuka he possesses more 
sense than his neighbour, aad consoles himself for going 
wrong when perceiving that other people do not go better ; 
sad coQsolatioD, indeed! which does a deal of harm in our 
time. All those petty squabbles kept up by ere^body's 
vanity do not better the situation ; on the contrary. Were 
all those who profess sotiad views aad sentiments to welcome 
each other with tolerance, they would do double the work. 

You caanot deny, my dear MaTi\L8 a MintumcB, that my 
good faith is saperior to yours. You run down our Republicans 
from head to foot, whereas I never cease admiriag your Saint- 
Simonians, and placing them above all others. 

I even cannot own that I love Republicans to excess. I 
love those among them who are my friends, aad study the 
others out of cariosity, or receive them out of politeoeas and 
good breediug. 

That has nothing to do with principles. 

Robespierre was a Saint-Simooiaa to the core. He was in 
favour of the prompt and violent execntion of the system. 
Toa are for a slow and evangelical progress. Everybody, 
according to his temperament, should be Bepublicaa after 
Robespierre's manner, or Baiut-Simonian after Enfantin's.* 
The one would poll down while the other Would build up. Be 

• Barth^lemf Frosper Enfontin, knowD aa "P6re Enhnlio," the 
Bolf-coDBtitatod high priest of the "Jndostrial Charoh" (iglUe In- 
AattneOe), fouDded by Claude Henri, Count de Saint-Simon, the nearest 
relation of the Dnke do Saint-Simon, author of the celebrated 2£emoire». 



5c by Google 



Letters of George Sand. 223 

convinced that those dreams will some day be realised; there 
will then be a close alliance between as, and yon will not be 
anything without ns. 

Ton know how Christianity established itself ; that is, very 
wrongly, even in what is termed its beat period. It so 
flagrantly disagreed with the manners of the time, that crimes 
were committed and sentiments moat opposed to ita instita- 
tion and to its spirit cherished in ita name. Twelve army 
corps, commanded by the twelve apostles, would, I believe, 
have been of more avail than Panl * repeating the cowardly 
phrase : " Bender onto Csesap," etc. 

Follow your idea, if yon think yoa are doing right in 
tacking abont, and if yonr conscience is at rest. Laagh at the 
reproachea which I make respecting yonr growing lokewarm- 
Doss, as I myself do at the sneers which I address to my 
recent enthusiasm. I, however, think that yoa are mistaken^ 
and that the love of equality is the only thing which has not 
varied within me since I was bom. I never could accept a 
master. 

By-the-bye, my suit is going on ; it is progressing fairly. 
The baron has given up his defence; he aska for money, and 
plen^ of it. I give it him ; he is bound to leave me alone, 
and everything is right. As for what people will think of it 
in Paris, it concerns me jost as tittle as what they think in 
China of Gustave Planche.f 

Public opinion is a harlot which we ought to kick out of 
our way, when we are in the right. We should never submit 
ourselves to affronts in order to obtain salutations and genu- 

* Sic in original. 

t Guetave Flanohe, a friend of Qeorge Sand. 



5c by Google 



224 Letters of George Sand. 

flexions in pnblic. I shoald like to see 70a swallow menaces 
and blows 1 Nonsense ! yoa would risk your life in order to 
arenge tlie insolt in yoar offender's blood. 

Do yoa &ncy tliat, being a woman, I have no personal 
dignity to defend ? Nonsense again t I remember tbat yoa 
were once the adrocate of women's enfrancbisement. 

We do not nnderstand fencing, and are not permitted to 
call npon oar bnsbands to figlit dnels with as. Society is qnite 
right; tliose gentlemen would kill ns, wbicb woald cause them 
too mack delight: 

Oor only resource is to ahonb aload, to appeal to three foola 
in black gowas, vrho pretend to reader justice, and who, by 
virtae of certain Htuinesf of legislatioa towards the poor slaves 
threatened with death, condescend to say to as : " The law 
allows you not to lo7e yonr lord and master any more, and il 
the hoaae is yours, to send him away." 

Despite all I say here, T have kept the whole a&ir as 
secret as possible, oat of charity towards my hasband. Up to 
the present nothing of it has transpired, even in the little town 
where I lire, which is really wonderful. That will last as long 
as it can. Bo not, therefore, speak of it to anybody whateTer. 

Qood night, friend ; I embrace yon cordially. I am really 
sorry that yoa cannot relate the least fact as witness, for the 
inquiries are abont to bring together a score of friends round 
me. Thanks to Dnteilj Planet,* and your humble servant, it 
will be impossible to find a more witty assembly than our 
lovely meeting promises to be. Bosiness matters, and chiefly 
anything relating to my suit, are topics that will rigidly be 
excladed from onr conversatioa. That will constitute my 

* A friend of George Sand. 

Diflitizec by Google 



Letters of George Sand. 225 

last farewell to my frieads> in case my application be 
rejected. 

In the meantime mj book will be ready. I sball go to 
Paris after the issae of my suit. Good-bye ; let mo bear from 
yoD if yoa can spare the time. Send me the lithograpba, 
and gire a hearty shake of the hand to 'Vtn9ard * on my 
behalf. 

G. S. 

To THE Editor of the "Journal db l'Indrb." 

La Chaise, 9(& November, 1835. 
Sib, 

An oracle, whose signatore does not betray the 
incognito, attacks with mercileBS bmtality, in the feuilleton 
of your paper, the morality of my works. I give np to 
oritioism all my literary defects aad all the obscority of my 
reasonings. Bat, in this province, my adopted conntry, I forbid 
any worshipper of the excesses of society to select me as a 
holocaust, whenerer it pleases bim to do homage to the powers 
which be wishes to render propitious, either in order to 
acquire a name for himself so aa to make np for bis want 
of talent, or to obtain protection in this benighted world, 
which often accepts declamation in place of proof. 

A few weeks ago, one of oar most talented pens wrote : 
" It is very disheartening to write for people who do not know 
how to read.".. I know something more grieyoas still ; it is to 
write for peof^e who vnll not read. The profession (^ every 
jonmaliBt in the pay of the social state invests him with the 

* A leading SoiaUSimonian. 
VOL. L 'V*' . 4 
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right of ascertaining the tbonghta of an author by merely 
looking at the oolottr of the cover of a book. 

The public is also aware of that; it is, therefore, to the 
pablio that X appeal to do jostice in regard to the coarse and 
highly improper interpretations of the chaste critic, who 
pretends to have discoTered the dafinHive aim <md resuU of all 
ID7 works. I herewith declare that that enlightened jadge of 
Indiana, YalentvM, Lelia, and Jaequea, never read any of 
those books, and that, if be did really read them, he failed to 
understand them. 

Should he feel hurt hj the above declaration and denial, 
my sex forbidding my asking for or giving satisfaction, I 
appoint as my defender any conntrymaa of mine possessed of 
ft heart and oonsoienoe, who may happen to meet him. 
I hare, etc;, 

GlOMI SlHB. 



To Maurice Dvdbvant, CoUige Henri IV. 

La Obaxbx, 15(& J>teeiiAer, 1835. 
Mt Eras Chebub, 

Tour little letter is very nice, despite your great ohildiah- 
ness. Yon may laugh at the jwar* if it amuses yon; but, at year 
age, yon most not hate anybody. It would serve no purpose ; 
you cannot yet be of any service to men, nor can yon usefully 
interfere with the enemies of mankind. Louis Philippe, it is 
true, is the enemy of mankind ; but you are grossly mistaken 
in calling him a &t^ fool. He is, perhaps, the shrewdest and 

* Beference to a popular song containing disrespectfol allnaiona to 
King Lonia Fhilippe'a head, wltioh waa therein likened to a pear. 
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cleverest naa in France, He, nnfortmiately, makes an evil 
* nse of his, talents, and, instead of diffasing love and virtue 
in bis midst, he defiles all that sarroands him. He really 
dishononrs France which tolerates him. It is a g^eat pity 
that one man can, by flattering^ vice and bad inclinations, 
degrade a whole nation and urge it to evil. 

Toa reason very well otherwise ; but yoa are again mis- 
taken when 700 say, "Naiwre ia najast towards a great many 
men" Ton mean to say aoeiety. 

Nature, my dear boy, is a good mother. It is God Him- 
self, or, at least. His work. It is to natnre that we owe crops, 
forests, fmit, meadows, and fields — the beantifnl flowers of 
which I am so fond — and the glowing batterflies, of which yon 
take so mnch care. Nature, of herself, offers all her products 
to man, who sows and reaps. The trees do not refuse their 
frnits to the wayfarer, who placks them as he passes by ; and 
as fine vegetables can grow in the tnrf of a simple gardener aa 
in the garden of a prince. 

Society is something else : it means the conventions which 
man has made with respect to the sharing ont of nature's 
productions. It was neither justice nor the feelings of 
natnre which dictated those laws ; it was might. The weak 
did not receive as mnch as the others ; as for cripples, they 
had no share at all. The right of saccession preserved that 
inequality, after which, in civilised times — like ours, for in- 
stance — ^tbe most learned and the cleverest became wealthy; 
atthongh, for that matter, they never ceased to be wicked. 
Unfortunate ignorant people will always vegetate in dire 
poverty if nothing is done for them. Therefore you may say 
that society is unjust; not nature. 

We shall often speak on that subject, and, little by little, 

<»2 
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shall anderstaad each other ; for the preaeot I do not wish to 
tire your mind. Tea will booh read a beantifal book which 
they happily use in colleges ; it is the Ba mria ill-aair^ivx, by 
Platarcb. Yoa most read it carefally. All the noble sides of 
the hmnan soul are exposed and pointed oat in that book. 

I shall go to Paris at Christmas, becaose yoo will then 
have holidays, and I shall take advantage of them. Take 
care to reckon how many days yon are ont with your father, 
from (be day of his arrival in Paris until Christmas. Do not 
fail to do so. I will, by-and-by, tell yon why ; and recollect 
also all my instmctions. You were qnite sensible in not 
showing your letter to Buloz. Yon must keep to yourself the 
letters I write to you. 

Farewell, my love ; I kiss yoa a thousand times. 

Yors Geoeob. 

To THE Same. 

La Chatbx, Sni January, 1836. 
I received your letter, my darling child ; and see that yoa 
-very wellunderstood mine. Your comparison is very good, and, 
since you make use of such fine metaphors, we will again try 
to ascend together the mountain where virtue abides. It is 
indeed very hard to climb it ; for at eveiy step we meet with 
objects of seduction which endeavour to mislead us. It is of 
those things I wish to speak to yon, and of all defects that 
which yoa must fear most is too great a love of self. It is 
the defect of all men and women. 

With some it produces the vanity of rank ; with others 
the ambition of wealth; with nearly all, egotism. Never, at 
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any period of the world's history, has Belfisbness been pro- 
fessed ia BO open aod roToltiDg a manner as in onr own daya. 
About fifty years ago an obBtioate war began between jnetice 
and covetouanesa. The straggle is far from being 07er, 
stthoQgh covetonsness has now the upper hand. 

When yoa are older you will read the history of that 
revolution about which you hare heard people talk so much, 
and which enabled justice and truth to make big strides. But 
those who commenced it were not the strongest, and those 
who laboored for it with most generosity were vanqaiahed by 
others who, loving wealth and plesanres, made ase of the great 
word Bepnbllo only in order to become a sort of princes full 
of whims and vices. Such men were then the masters, for 
the people were weak becauso of their ignorance. Among 
those who might take up the people'a cause and help them 
with their knowledge, there is one out of a tboasand who 
prefers the satisfaction of doing good to that of being rich 
and giving way to enjoyment and vanity. Thus, the least 
□nmerons class, that which ia educated, will alwaya prevail 
(gainst the ignorant class, altbongh the latter comprise the 
bulk of nations. * 

See the advantage and necessity of education. Without 
it we live in a sort of servitude, since a wise, virtuous, sober, 
and respectable peasant is daily under the direction of some 
wicked, drunken, brutal, and unjust man, whose only 
superiority is that he knows how to read and write. Con- 
aider what a man is who, having received edncatioD, is no 
better for it. Conceive how guilty in the eyes of God he is 
who, aware of the misfortunes and wants of his fellow- 
creatores, being able to devote his heart and life to their aid, 
goes unconcerned every eight to sleep in a soft bed, or fills 
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hia belly at a good table, whisperiDg to bitnself : " All is 
right; society is thoroaghly well organised. It is just that 
I shonld be rich, and that there shonld be panpers. What is 
mine is mine by all means; I mnst, therefore, shoot down all 
thoae who do not hambly beg for a pittance with uncovered 
heads; and should they even be polite I mast brutally eject 
them, if they shoald importune and tronble me. I do bo 
because I have a right to do it." 

Such are the arguments of selfish people; anch are the 
feelings o£ that immense army of pitiless hearts and degraded 
sonla which constitute the National Quard. Among all those 
mea who defend property with guns and bayonets there are 
many more stupid than wicked ones. With the majority their 
feelings are the result of an anti-liberal education. Their 
parents and (heir schoolmasters, while teaching them how to 
read, told them that the best state of things is that which 
preserves everybody's property. They call revolutionary 
brigands and assassins those who give their lives for the 
canse of the people. 

It is because I do not wish yoo to be like one of those 
men, without soul or reason, that I write to yon, in private 
and secretly, what I think of it all. Reflect upon it, and tell 
me whether it appears in the same light to your heart and 
mind. Tell me whether yoa think just that mode of sharing 
oneqaaUy the products of the earth : fruit, grain, cattle, ma- 
terials of all sorts, and gold (that metal which represents all 
kinds of enioyment, becanse a small fragment of it is taken 
in exchange for all the other comforts of life). In short, tell 
me whether the repartition of the gifts of creation is well and 
justly carried out, when one gets an enormoos share, another 
less, a third almost nothing, and a foarth nothing at all, 
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It seems to me that the earth beloogs to Qod Himself, vho 
made it and eatrasted it to man in order that he might use it 
as an eternal refage. Bat God cannot have contemplated that 
some people should die of surfeit, while others are starring. 
All that maj be said on that point will not prevent me from 
feeling sad and indignant whenever I see a beggar crying at 
the door of a rich man, 

I shall bare to write many more letters to yon and to 
have many more cbata with yon, before tonching npon the 
means likely to remedy the present state of things. I do 
not want to cram yonr head at once; yon mnst have time 
to consider everything and to reply in time whether yon 
think as I do, and whether yoa fnlly understand me. We 
will leave off here. Self-love ia to he tempered, limited, and 
controlled. That ia to say, we must accnstom oorselves to 
the comforts that cost least money, and so enable us to give 
more to those who are in want of it. We will together 
endeavour to discover that virtne, and, if we should not 
qoite succeed, we shall Ob least possess just principles and 
gooA intentions. 

I will not conceal from you the tmth, which may already 
have dawned npon you, that the principles I speak of are 
in flagrant opposition to those taught in your lycees.* Being 
ruled by the spirit of the Government, lyceea will always 
profess the principles of the powers that be. Were Napoleon 
AiU on the throne, they would preach to yon the Empire and 
war. Were the Republic firmly established, they would tell 
yon to be Bepnblicans, Yon must not heed the comments 
which yonr professors, or even the books which they give 

* Government aoboola for higher edao&lion in France. 
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yoo, indalga in as regards history. Thoae boots are TrritteD 
by pedants, the Blaves o£ power. 

Often, wheD reading the relation of tbe noble deeds of 
ancient times, written by the men of to-day, yoa will observe 
that heroes are depicted as criminals. Yonr common sense 
and the jastice of yonr heart will redress those hypocritical 
judgments. Yon will perceive the facts and appreciate the 
men who broDght them abont. Recollect that, since the 
beginning of the world, those who laboured for the liberty 
and honour of their brethren, were great men. Those who 
only promoted their own fame and ambition made a cnlpable 
use of their great qualities. Those, in fact, who thought only 
of their pleasures were real brutes. 

But yon will understand that our correspondence must 
remain secret, aud that yon must neither show it nor speak 
about it. I also desire yon not to make any mention of ib 
to yonr father. Yoa are aware that his opinions differ from 
mine. You must respectfully listen to all he may tell yon ; 
but yonr conscience is free, and yon will choose between hia 
ideas and mine, those which yon may think the best. I shall 
never ask yon to repeat to me what he may have said to 
yoa; in like manner, yon must not acquaint him with what 
I write to yon. 

Take care, then, to leave my letters in your desk at 
college; they will be handed to yoa by Emmanuel,* to 
whom you must remit your reply three or four days after- 
wards. 

Do yon well nnderstand me F In that way, nobody will 
see what we write, and we shall avoid contradictions, Yoa 

* Knunonusl Arago. 
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will have time to read my letteni and to reply to them without 
hnrryiiig yourself. 

My darling boy, you are what I most love ia this world. 
I have gone to spead some time io La Ch&tre; I live at 
Dateil's. 

FarewelL A thonaaad kisses. Study history with great 
care; that JB a great point. 



To TUB SAiNT-SmoNiAN FAMILY, of Parts. 

La Ghitbb, \lth nhrvary, 1836. 
Being nnable to thank each of you separately to-day, 
permit me, brethren, to thank you collectively through 
Vinpard, You bare displayed towards me a sympathy and 
benerolencd full of charm and kindness. I did not deserve 
your attention, nor bad I done aoything worthy of such 
honour. I am not one of those strong and vigorous minds 
which can bind themselves by oath to a new path. Besides, 
out of fidelity to old affections of my childhood, to old social 
hatreds, I cannot separate the idea of repuhlic from that of 
regeneration; the salvation of the world seems to me to rely 
apon as for destmotion, upon you for rebnildiug. Whilst the 
enei^^ic arms of republicans will build the town, the sacred 
predications of Saint-Simonians will buiUt the city. That 
is my hopa I believe that my old comrades most strike great 
blows, and that yon, invested with a sacerdooe of peace and 
innocence, oannot dip yonr Levitical garments in the blood 
of strife. Yon are priests; we, soldiers: each has his part 
to play, each bis grandeur and his weakness. The priest does, 
at times, dread the bellicose impatience of the soldier, and 
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the Utter, ia his tarn, rails at the sablime longanimity oE 
the priest. Let us hare no apprehension as regards the fatnre. 
Tmth is unique, and the day on which it shines for all. wo 
ahsll, all oE us, fall down on our knees before the same God, 
and unite our hands in a holy impulse of enthuBiasm. 

That day is yet remote j we mast still, I fear, see many 
centuries of corraption, and, while your sacred phalanx will 
often still have to sing in wildernesses without echo, it will 
perhaps happen to ns that we shall in Tun have crossed 
the £e(2 Sea, and mast carry on anew the struggle against the 
elements on the morrow of the day we believed them to be 
subdued. It is the fate of mankind to expiate its ignorauce 
and weakness by trials and reverses. Tour mission is to 
instil new life into it by means of your counsels and to 
pour out the balm of concord and hope. Proceed then 
with the achievement of that sacred task, and recollect that 
your brothers are not the men of the past, but those of the 
future. 

Yon have committed one single fault only, and that lately ; 
but it is a serious fault in my eyes, and I will mention it 
to yon in the sincerity of my heart, because I love you too 
much to conceal from you one single thought of those 
with which yon inspire me. Ton tried to keep away from. 
OS. Following np yoor example, we ourselves committed 
a similar fault, and the two families, the offspring of the 
same mother, I mean of the same idea, disagreed on the 
battle-field. That fault will delay the advent of the heralded 
times. It is more serious coming firom yon, who are 
messengers of peace and love, than from ns, ministers o£ 
war, swords of extermination. 

As for me, poor hermit, lost in the crowd, a kind o£ 
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rhapsodiat, deroat preserTer of old Plato's enthnsiaetn, silent 
worshipper of Christ's tears, amased and warering admirer 
of great Spinoza, a kind of sickly and meaningless being 
called poet, incapable of formnlating conviction and 
proof otbenrise than with narratives and complaintu, the 
evil and the good of hrnnaa (hinge, I feel that I can not 
be either a soldier or a priest, a master or a disciple^ a prophet 
or an apostle ; I will be for all a feeble but devoted brother ; 
I do not know and cannot teach anything; I hare no 
strength, I cannot peifomt any feat. I can sing the holy 
war and the holy peace ; for I believe in the necessity of both. 
In my poet's mind, I dream of Homeric straggles, which, with 
throbbing heart, I witness from the monntain top, or in the 
midst of which I msh ooder the feet of the horses, intoxicated 
with enthasiafim and holy vengeance. I also dream of the 
morrow of the storm, a m^^piScent snnrise, altars adorned 
with flowers, legislators crowned with olive wreaths, the 
dignity of man vindicated, man freed from man's (yrumy, 
woman from that of woman, a tutelage of love performed by 
the priest over man and by the latter over woman, a govem- 
ment whose name would be counsel, and not simy, peraicaaion, 
and might. In the meantime, I will sing to the diapason of 
my voice, and my teachings shall be Humble ; for I am the 
child of my time, I was subjected to its miseries, I shared its 
errors, I drank at all its sources of life and death, and, 
althongh I may be more fervent than the masses in my 
desires for their salvation, I am not more competent than 
they to point out the road to it. Let me weep over and 
pray for that Jerusalem which has lost her gods and has not 
yet hailed her Messiah. ISj vocation is to hate evil, to love 
good, to kneel before the beautiful. 
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Treat me, therefore, like a trae friend. Open yoar hearts 
to me and do not appeal to my brain. Minerva ia not therein 
and could not thence emerge. My sonl is fall of contempla- 
tions and wishes which the world scofb at, bolieviDg them 
obnozions and impracticable. If I am attracted towards 
yon by affection and confidence, it is becaase yoa possess 
within yonrselveB a treasure of hope whose flame yoa com- 
municated to me, instead of extingnishing the faint spark 
glimmering within the depths of my heart. 

Farewell. I will preserve yonr gifts like so many relics ; 
I will dress the table on which I write with the flowers which 
the indostrious hands of yoar sisters wove for me. I will 
often peruse the beantifnl canticle which Vin9ard sent to me, 
and in m^ memory I wiU onite the sweet prayers of your poets 
with those I every sight address to God. My children shall 
be adorned with the lovely things you made, and the jewels 
which yOQ intended for my use shall be transmitted to them 
as an honourable and cherished heritage. All I desire is to see 
yoo soon, so as to thank yen myself with an affectionate shake 
of the hand. 

Yours in hearty 

Geobqi Sahd. 



To Mauricr Dvdbvant, CdUge Henri IV. 

La Ghatbx, 17fi^ Fehnmry, 1636. 
Mt OOOD LTTtLI DeAB, 

It is Carnival time. Eveiybody enjoys himself, or 
preteods tf> do so. I should also enjoy myself if you were 
with m^ and so would yoo. I am staying at Duteil's, where 
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we are spending the "jours gras " * in a yery gay and pleasant 
^uhion. Erety evening we have a maaked ball. I disgoiae 
all the children, Dateil takos hia £ddle, we light fonr tapers, 
and begin dancing. If 70a were here, with yonr sister, the 
f 6te would be complete. Alas 1 the nrchins here make me feel 
all the more the absence of my own. 

Were I free to leave my bnsiness affairs, I ahoold not now 
be diverting myself with them, but with yon, my poor tittle 
dears. Do you at least amase yoorselveaf Ton went ont 
with yonr father, and Solange with her aont ; tell me how 
yoo spent yonr timo. It is very easy to enjoy ourselves with 
the people we love. For me there is no real pleasure without 
yon. 

In the holidays we will enjoy onrselvea ; for to enjoy 
oneself means to be happy; and yon know that when we 
three are together ws do not want anybody else in order to be 
joyfnl all the day long. 

I contemplated going to Paris for the Carnival ; bat the 
people with whom I am doing bnsinesa kept me waiting, and 
delayed my jonmey. Another fortnight will therefore elapse 
before I can come to kiss yon. Reserve for March some of 
your days out, so that I may have yon with me every Thursday 
and Snnday for two or three weeks. This time I shall be sure 
to come ; I do not foresee any possible obstacle to my journey. 
Do not, however, speak about it ; yon know, once for all, that 
yon mnst not say anything o£ what I write to yon, not even 
things trifling in appearance. 

So yon are received by the Qneen? That is all right. 
Yon are still too young for any importance to be attached to 
your visits; but as you grow older yoo will reflect upon the 

* Daya immediately preooding X<ent. 
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coQseqaencea oE being acqaainted with anstocrats. I do Bot 
tliink yon are very closely acqaainted with Her Majesty, and 
I believe that yon are invited only becanse yon belong to the 
same /orn» as the Dake of Montpensier.* Bat if yon were ten 
years older, yonr opinions would forbid yonr accepting the 
invitation. 

Under no circnmstances mnst a man dissemble in order 
to obtain the favonrs of power ; and the amosements which 
Montpensier offers to yon are already favonrs. Think of this. 
Happily those favonrs do not bind yon in any shape ; bnt if it 
should happen that people were to qnestion yon before His 
Boyal Highness regarding yonr opinions yon would, I hope, 
reply, as becomes a child, that yon cannot yet have any; yoa 
would also, I am sure, add, as becomes a man, that yon are & 
Republican by race and nature j that is to say, that yon have 
already been taught to wish for equality, and that your heart 
is only disposed to believe in that form of justice. Yon would 
not, I hope, be deterred by the fear of offending the Prince. 
If, for a dinner or a ball, yon were capable of flattering hina, 
or even if yoa feared to displease him by yonr frankness, that 
alone would be great cowardice. 

You most not, however, display improper arrogance. If 
yon were to speak ill of his father before that chUd yoa would 
commit a sort of crime. Bat if, in order to make yonnelf 
agreeable, yoa were to speak favonrably of the King, althongh 
being aware that nothing good can be said of him, you mi^ht 
some day be capable of selling your conscience for money, 
pleasure, or vanity. I know that will never be the case, bnt 
it is my duty to point out to yoa the drawbacks of relations 
with those who consider themselves the superiors of others, 

* The youngest Bon of Louia Flulippe. 
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and to whom Booiety does indeed give aathority over the 
rest, 

BefraJB, therefore, ^m belieTing that a prince ie naturally 
better and more asefal to listen to thui any other man. 
Princea, on the contrary, are oar natural enemies, and, however 
good the child of a king may be, be is destined to become a 
tyrant. We are doomed to be reviled, trampled upon, or 
persecnted by him. 

Do not, then, allow yourself to be too much dazzled by 
fdtes and good dinners. Accustom yourself early to be an 
old .Bomon, that is, prond, cantions, sober, and averse to the 
pleasores which entail Uie loss of hononr and sincerity. 

Good night, my ohemb; write to me. Love year old 
Geoi^, who himself loves yon better than life. 



To M. EuGkNB PsLiSTAN, Paris. 

EouBSBS, 28<& Fehntary, 1836. 
I received your letter to-day only. I do not live in 
Paris, and for nine months ont of the year live nowbera 

Yon are wonderfoUy witty, foil of talent and imagination. 
Bat yonr simplicity is more affected than reaL 

Work oa i yoa are already a poet, if to be one it is sofficient 
to make good verse. If it require something else, yoa are 
capable of acqniring it. As soon as yoa have acquired it, get 
a printer. 

Yon are deficient in plasticity; yoa are aware of it. Try 
to display it in all your prodactions. In their wildest oompo- 
sitions, Byron and Goethe did not free themselves from it. 
Do not belong to any school ; do not imitate any model. 
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Those who pose as sach nearly alirays envy the qoalitiea of the 
talent which they censure and pat down in their followera. 

Keep away from Paris; it is the grare of poets and artists. 
Everything there is ttoelUsh. 

" Letroapeaa blano des flots" is an admirable expression. 

" De I'or aveo da fer " is detestable. 

". . . Bien fairs qai vaille un aoa " will norer have either 
grace or sense. 

. . . " De tont . . . de rien, da prix des montona oette 
ann^," is tmly simple and charming, etc., eta 

Do not be a oompoond o£ nobleness and platitude, of 
grandenr and meanness. Be correct, that is rarer than bein^ 
eccentric as the time goes. It is mnch more common to 
please by bad taete than to receive the cross of honour. 

Eogo, the greatest innovator of our times, never rid 
himself of the old classics which he so mnch ridiculed, although 
in a thousand instances he is greater than they. Beauty in 
detail is nothing when it does not also apply to the whole. 

Living aa I do, I cannot see you ; but I feel an interest in 
you. You are entitled to it. I wish, aud predict for you a 
fatore, provided you be severe towards yourself and patient. 
But, be sure that if you produce a good work, yon will not 
require anybody. Be sure, likewise, that all the literary 
friendships in the world will not ensure true success for a 
careless production. 

Tours, 

OioBQz Sand. 
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To M. Adowhb Gu&roult, Paris. 

La Cbaibx, JIfar«^ 1836. 

I mneh admire 3rour perplexity respecting the title 
which yoa oaght to give me. Methinka my name is Qeorge, 
and that I am your friend, in the mascaline or the feminine, 
as yon prefer. I do not understand compliments. If I did not 
feel regard, affectionj and confidenoe for yon, I shonld not dis- 
play those feelings towards yon. After having acted so, I do 
not know what can restrain yon, and pray yon to remember that 
I am not prudish. Therefore, address me by what name yon 
please ; bat write to me about yourself and my yonngsters. I 
thank yoo a tbonsand times for the friendship which yon dis- 
play towards them. They do not now appreciate its worth ; bnt 
I will myself, as long as I live, discharge their debt of affection 
and gratitude. 

They will both go out for the Easter holidays, and yon will 
have the opportunity of seeing Maurice at Buloz'. Take him 
out with you for a walk so as to relieve Bnioz of such a heavy 
bnrdon, and keep me folly acquainted with the behaviour of 
my son. Lecture him in a paternal way ; he is a good fellow, 
and will understand you if you speak to him reasonably. 

Solange is amosing with hov poniard (pain) in her heart or 
stomach, I fancy that the latter organ is the one that plays 
the most important part in her life. She will, I think, sleep- 
out during the Easter holidays, and my aunt of the EIys^> 
Bourbon* will take care of her; for, oat of respect for morals 
she mast be domiciled with females. 



* A quartitr, or distriot of Faru, near the Palais de I'EIjs^e. 
VOL. I. B 
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Will you be good enoi^li to take her brother to her 
wfaeaeTer be wishes it, and to fetch him hack afterwards to 
Boloz', or at least to watch over him during the journey to 
and fro, so that he may only be with safe people, who will not 
lose him on the road \ I rely npon you, Papet, Boncoiran, 
and Boloz. 

However great my sorrow at losing you, perhaps for a long 
time, T cannot dissuade you from yonr contemplated voyage to 
Egypt. To travel ia to leam, to learn is to exist. Ton will 
not go to the East and wUl not retnm thence without having 
acquired, by the journey, much knowledge that will make 
yoa still superior to what you already are. Mundane people 
and women travel without deriving any profit from it ; it will 
not be thas with you. You will observe, you will see varions 
races of men, different modes of social oiganisations. You 
will not neglect to leam their history, if not acquainted with 
it already, and to examine their inclinationa and customs. 

You will know all that, and, whatever talent or merit X 
may acknowledge in you, yon will not very perceptibly or 
usefully alter the face of the world. I have got my own ideas 
(hereon. I neither hope nor desire yon to share them ; for 
they bring suffering to those who possess them and are o{ no 
use to other people. Bnt I feel aare that yoa will come back 
riper, fuller, and, consequently, calmer and more apt to deal 
with tbings o£ reality. 

The only disadvantf^ I see in your project is that a ne^r 
stay with Saiut-Simonian leaders will increase in yoa the 
sentiment of fanaticism for men and proper names. I do not 
relish that sentiment ; I think it mean, debasing, and stupid. 
I am often subject to it, and, scarcely twenty-four hoars ago^ 
I carried on a severe struggle witii myself in order to shake 
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it off, as it was oreepiug orer me, in the presence of k politician 
of imposing; appearance. 

I never enrolled myself nnder the coloara of any leader, 
and, thoagli preserring regard, respect, and admiration 
towards all those who nobly profess a religion, I remain 
oooTinced that there is not, nnder heaveo, a man who 
deserves that we shonld bend oar knee before him. Place 
yoaraelf at the semce of an idea, bat not in Enfantin'a 
power. Ideas enlarge and modify themselves in the presence 
of truths. The systems devised by individoals are always 
impeded in their progress by the whim, the error, or the 
powerlessneas of the Maker, Who will not ooantenance rebel- 
lion among His creatures. Make special note of that. 

I have talked with the Saint-Simonians, with the Carlists, 
with Lamennais, Coessin, the moderate party, and, yesterday, 
in imagination, I talked with Robespierre himself. I foand in 
them all a great deal of virtnej probity, intelligence, and 
reason, and he who startled me most is the man whose ideas I 
most detest, bat whose individuality I most admire. It is the 
laat-menUoned ; which proves how easy it is to mislead men 
and to torn God's gifts to abnse; bat I swear by him that, 
if the Extreme Left comes into power, my head will be oat 
off, like BO many more^ for I intend to have my say. 

What I see in the midst of those renovating sects is 
a squandering of generous feelings and Ic^y thoughts; it 
is a tendency towards social amelioration, an impoesibility of 
producing at present, for want of a head to that great body 
with hundreds of arms, which, not knowing whom to attack 
tears itself in pieces. That conflict, as yet, is only raising a 
noise and dust. We are not in the era when it will bnild 
Bocieties and people them with perfected men. 

b2 
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YoD ore at liberty to believe the reverse. Hope is a 
good and strengtbeniog tbin^. Bnt the more you beliave 
in near sncceae, the more yon mnat promote it by ODheard-oE 
efforts. Laboar toTrards enlarging your brains. They are 
narrow, and that is what misleads yon all There is only 
room in them for one plan of campaign. When the nature 
of the gronnd changes, yoa do not know bow to change 
your path. There is a Sag on yonr lance, a name on your 
tongne, and yon make it a fatal and stnpid point of 
honour not to modify either as yon grow more enlightened. 

I should like to see a man of heart and intellect seeking 
eveiywhere for tmtb, and tearing every shred of it from 
those who had skinned and shared it between them. I should 
like to see him entering all sects in order to know and judge 
them. I wish that, instead of scorning and railing at him 
on account of bis mobility, men would listen to him as 
being the most enlightened and zealous among the priests 
of the future. 

Bat obstinacy is turned into a virtue, it being snited 
to the passions of some and to the ignorance of others. 
If yon are not magnificently organised to be a leader (and 
yonr nature is a hundred times too lofty to be a soldier], 
have neither foolish presumption nor humble servility, 
evidently yoa are not destined either to obey or to comnoand, 
Bemember what I now tell you : some day yon will not 
believe in any religions creed, in any political party, in any 
social system. Ton will see for men only one possibility 
of amelioration, subjected to a thousand vicissitudes. Too 
will perceive that, according to the season, men require a 
roof of stone, of straw, or of paper to shelter themselves, l>afc 
that they would soon be stifled in your diamond palaceSj 
the dreams of youth I 
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Go on, neTflrtheless, and lire I Help to provide a etone 
for an edifice wbioh will never be either perfect or durable, 
bat which fatare generations Trill continae to improve. Ererb 
yourself so that what is going wrong may go somewhat better^ 
bat exert yoorselE without too mach pride. It might happen 
later on that you would, as at times you hare already done, 
fall into depression at witnessing what little you hare been 
able to perform; and yon must admit that in those 
moments of depression you are obviously below your own 
standard. 

It is not impossible that, in the midst of all my sermons, 
I might also devote myself to till the field with a black piu 
and a tooth-pick. Do not be in a hurry to start for Egypt. 
It is quite possible that I might contrire to be sent there, 
in order to endeavour to bring about a fusion between this 
or that shade of opinion. 

My life as a womui is over, and since people have made 
a little repatatioQ for me and given me some sort of infinence 
(which I never coveted or deserved), it will perhaps happen 
that I shall also, for my part, embrace a yooug man's 
calling. 

I grieve to see treasures of virtue and courage being 
isidated from each other, and, if I could succeed in blending 
together the productions of five pairs of arms, I should think 
I had done my share, considering how weak mine are. Bo 
not speak of that to anybody^ and wait for me nntil May. I 
will tell yon how I am getting on. 

Farewell, friend, 

Yoots cordially, 

GXOBOB SlHD. 
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To M. FsANZ Liszt, Geneva. 

La Chatu, Uk May, 183S. 
My DXiB BOT AND Bbothxb, 

I pray yon to forgive my long-oontinaed ailence. I have 

been macli upset and terribly basy since I last wrote to yoa. 

My suit is -won, seeing tbat tbe adrersary, haviug bouDd himself 

ia boDour not to plead, took it into his head to break hia word 

and forget his bond and oath, like so many trifles no longer 

in fashion. If the posaeasioa of my children and tbe seourity 

of my life were nob at stake, it wonld not, indeed, be worth 

while to defend them at the coat of so many vexations. I 

stmggle more out of dnty than ont of necessity. 

Such are the motives of my long silence. I was awaiting 
the settlement of my fate in order to tell yoa tbe present 
and the fatnre. From procrastination to procrastination dear 
Tbemia has carried me on until to-day, without my being able 
to decide upon anything for the morrow. But for all those 
deceptions I should long ago have been beside you. That 
is my 'dream, it is the Eldorado which I promise myself when- 
ever my suit and my work leave me free to indulge in ficbemes 
for a qnarter of an hour. Shall I ever enter that fine castle 
in the airf Shall I some day be seated at the feet o£ 
tbe kind and beautiful Mary,* under the piano of yoor 
excellency, or upon some Swiss rock, with the iUustrions 
Doctor Batitsirna ? 

Alas ! I am but a poor miserable devil I I always lived 
with my eyes uplifted, looking np at the stars, while the 
well was close to me, and a lot of maddy, squeaking 

* The CoontesB d'Agonlb 
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myrmidonB, fall of liatFed, I know not against -whom, furiona, 
I know not why, were contriving to pash me into it. Let ns 
hope I 

If yon sltoald not start before the end of Jane, I may 
perhaps come and meet yoa, and spend a few days with 70a; 
after which yoo will take yoor Bight towards Italy, happy 
bird, whose winga people do not wickedly and cruelly plnck 
off; as for me, more crippled and more modoat, I will 
go and settle npon the bank of some miniatore lake, there to 
Bleep for the rest of the season. 

I have been to spend a month in Paris, and have seen 
all my friends there: Meyerbeer, on whom I am just now 
writing at some length (I adore THb Euguenota) ; Madame 
Jal,* for whom I hare bad the good fortnne to do some- 
thing ; yonr mother, who kindly came to kisa me ; Henri 
Heine, who is falling into the monomania of pnns, etc., etc. 
I did not see Jnles Janin, and do not know whether he wrote 
against ma Ton are the first to inform me of it ; I will 
make no inquiry into the matter. It is my good luck not to 
read any newspaper or to hear nothing about it. 

I cannot nnderstand Sainte-Benve. I have loved him 
patffmally. He devoted hia life to vex me, to grumble at me, 
to pry into my actions, and to sospeot me ; so mach so that I 
at last sent him to the devil. He became angry, and we are 
on bad terms, as it seems. I think that he scarcely conceives 
what friendship is, but, to make np for that deficiency, he 
possesses a profound knowledge of self-love, not to say of telf 
alone. 

Everything considered, Joeeleyn is, in my opinion, a bad 
production. Commonplace thoughts, false sentimentality. 



5c by Google 



248 Letters of George Sand. 

loose 8t;le, obsolete and diffuse verse, snbjeot flat, personages 
dragging on ereiyirliere, affectation united to negligence; 
still, in the midst of all, there are pages and chapters 
which do not exist in anj language, and which I read seven 
times in snoceesion, sobbing like a siUj. Those parts are 
easy to notice ; they all relate to the fk^ao^ywxX sentiment, 
as phrenoIogiBts pnt it. Therein the poet is anblime; bis 
description, often diffuse, vague, and too subtle, is, in certain 
passages, tralj delightful. To sum up; it is a pity that 
Lamartiue wrote Joceleyn, but it is Incky for the publisher 
that Joceleyn was written by Lamartine. 

I made the acqaaintance of the latter. He was very kind 
to me. We smoked together in a drawing-room in company 
with the most select society, but where they tolerate all my 
fancies. He gave me some excellent tobacco and some veiy 
poor poetry. He appeared to me a very kind-hearted man, 
rather affected, and full of vanity. I also formed the acquaint- 
ance of Berryer, who seemed to me a mnch nicer fellow, 
possessed of more frankness and simplicity, but not serions 
enough for me; for I am very eerious^ although I may not 
appear so. 

... I made the acquaintance and won the friendship of 
David Kichard.* We are bound by a twofold tie: the Abb£ 
de Lamennais, whom I adore, as yon know, and Charles 
Didier,t my old and faithful friend. By-the-bye, you wish for 
pa'^'vUlara reapeoting a new story concerning me, and wherein 
ho is said to play a prominent part. I do not know what it is. 

* Doctor David Richard, the learned pbrenologiat, friend of the Abbi 
de Lamennau uid Charles Didier. 

t Charles Didier, a dbtingnished KHirateur, friend of the Abbj de 
TiftiPffnTiHin. 
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What do people sajT What they say ahoat yoareelf and me. 
Ton know tow correct that is ; ao yon may jadge of the refit. 
Many perBons, in Paris and in the provinces, say that it is not 
Madame d' . . . who is in Geneva with yon, bnt 1 1 Didier 
is in the same position as yourself respecting a lady who is 
not I certainly, 

. . . That letter of yours is the third which I had not 
yet answered. To-day I give yon your rn&My's viorth.. Good 
moming I it is six o'clock a.m. The mghtiogale is singing, and 
the smell of a lilac tree reaches me tbroagb a nasty, winding, 
black, and dirty little street, where I live in the pretty town of 
La Ch&tre, a respectable sab-prefecture, in which my poetry 
is panting in the deadly atmosphere. If yon were to see the 
place yoD wonld wonder how I can tolerate it; bnt here I 
poBseea good friends, excellent hosts, and, hard by the town, 
lovely walks — a miniature Switzerland, 

Good-by, dear Franz. Tell Mary that I love her, and that 
it is her tnm to write to me ; to Doctor BMio * that he is a 
pedant, becanse he does not writ& Aa for yourself, I kiaa yoa 
heartily. 

I was forgetting to tell you that I have written a novel 
in three volames octavo,t bat I cannot pnblish it before the 
isBoe of my law-eait, because it is too Bepablican, Bnloz, 
who has paid for it, is much annoyed. What is alt that mnsio 
' which yoa have composed f When and bow shall I hear it F 
How fortunate you are to be a musician I 

GlOBQX. 

* Short for BatisBimo. 

t Zn^elwoli, a novel whose plot was laid in the Tyrol and whioh 
was dutroyed. 



5c by Google 



Letters of George Sand. 



To THE Countess d'Agoult, Gemva. 

L^ Chatu, 26a ifoy, 1636. 
YoQ did nght to open my letter ; it was a kindly act, for 
which I thank yoa, since it brings me snch a kind and affec- 
tionate reply. The only thing which really grieres me is your 
approaching departure for Italy. However mach I hurry, I 
cannot be free before the holidays; bat it will then not be so 
easy for me to join yon, for where should I meet yoa T What- 
ever you do, do not leave any place without writing to me, 
if but two lines, to let me know where yoa are and how 
long yoa intend to stay. Nothing will induce me to give up 
the hope of coming to spend a few weeks with yon. That is 
one of the sweetest dreams of my life, and as, though it may 
not seem bo, I am most steady in my purpose, be sore that, in 
spite of the fates and wavea, I shall attain it. 

For the present it is not advisable that I should be 
absent from here. My adversaries, having been openly 
defeated, are trying to injure me secretly. They heap 
oalamny npon absnrdity in order to estrange the opinion of 
my jadgea against me beforehand. I take no heed of them, 
but I wish to be able to give an account of all my doings, from 
day to day. Were I to go to Geneva now, people would nofe 
&il to say that I go there only to see Franz ; and they woald 
think it very guilty on my part. Not being at liberty to tell 
them that between Franz and myself there is a good angel, 
whose presence sanctifies our friendship, I should remain 
ander the weight of a suspicion which, among a thousand 
others, would serve as a pretext for denying me the caro 
and direction of my children. 
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If it were only a qaestion of my fortime, I would not 
sacrifice to it a eingle day of the life of my heart; bat it is 
one of my progeny, my only love, and for which I would gire 
the seven finest stars of the firmament, if they belonged to 
me. Do not, however, leave Geneva without letting me know 
where yea are going to. Next winter I shall be free ; I shall 
have a Uttle money (although I did not inherit a single 
shilling; that is nothing but the twaddle of a joomalist hard 
up for news), and shall certainly run after you, away from 
brokers, solicitors, and rheumatism. 

I need not request you to tell Franz how sorry I was 
to have missed him, particularly by snch a short time. He 
is, of coarse, aware that it must have caused me real 
sorrow. There is only one thing in this world which brings 
me some little comfort in the midst of my general ill- 
luck : it is that you both seem happy ; and the happiness of 
those I love is more precious to me than all the happiness I 
could have myself, I have grown so much used to do without it, 
that, even when alone at night under the eyes of God, I never 
think of complaiuiug. And yet I spend long hours in 
t6te-4-t6te with Dame "Fancy." I never go to bed before 
seven in the morning ; I always witness the sunrise and sunset 
without my solitode being disturbed hy a single being of my 
own species. And yet, I assure yon that I never was more free 
from grief. When I feel lotr-spirited, which is very seldom, I 
set to work, forget mySelt over it and dream alternately. I 
devote an hoar to the slavery of writing, and another to the 
pleasure of living. 

That pleseore is now so pnre, with all its birds chirping in 
the midst of all the flowers I Ton ore too young to know how 
sweet it ia neither to feel nor to think. Ton never envied the 
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fate of those 'beantif al white stonea whioh, in the moonlight, 
appear so cold, so nadistnrbed, bo dead. Whenever I pass by 
them, at night, along the roads, I salate them. They are the 
image of stresgth and parity. There ia no proof of their 
being insensible to the pleasnre of not doing anything. Theirs 
is a oontemplatire life — a life of their own. Peasants are 
convinced that the moon possesses an action over them, that 
the moonlight breaks etonea and injures walls. I also believe 
it. The moon is a planet made np wholly of ice and white 
marble. It is fall of sympathy for all that resembles 
it, and, when lonely soola look at it, it favonrs them with 
special influence. That is why poets are called lunatica. If 
that dissertation does not satisfy yon, yon are very hard to 
please. 

If yoa wish me to dwell npon ancient histoi-y, I will tell yoa 

respecting Madame A that I never had any sympathy for 

her. I nsed to entertain a great regard for her character; 
bnt, one day, she played me a wicked trick, a thing I 
least understand and can least exonse in this world. Since I 
wrote to yon she has apologised. Was it throngh kindness 
or ligbtnesB of head and heart ? I wonld scarcely trust her 
now, and, although I bear no ill-will towards her, I shall care- 
folly avoid her (tor, to be candid, I perceive after her strange 
behaviour to me that I do not at all know her). I have no 
wish to judge her ; but when yoa have once discovered a bad 
disposition in a person, that person's face seems to bear a 
mark which never disappears and freezes yoa ever after. I 
Ivrays follow my instinct and my first impolsa Do yoa not 

BO yourself F It seemed so to me. 

I do not say that I dislike Sainte-Beuve. I have enter- 
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change that feeling into indifference or sntipatby, except on 
acoonnt of some eerions wrong. I never noticed any wicked- 
Dees in him, bat drToess, an anreaaoned, unintended, object- 
leaa perfidy, proceeding from a great crescendo of selfishaeas. 
I beliare that I judge him better than yon do. Ask Franz, 
who knows him better. 

Abb€ de Lamennaia is, they say, going to settle in Paris. 
For me, that rumour is anything bnt certain. He is going 
there, I believe, with the intention of founding a newspaper. 
Will he be able to do so F That is the gnestion. Be mast 
have a school of disciples. In morality and in politics he 
cannot hare either, nnleas he make enormous concessions to 
onr time and state of enlightenment. From what I hear from 
bis intimate friends, there is still left in him much more of the 
prieit than I thongbt. They hoped to bring him far more 
deeply into the circle than they have yet been able to do. 
He resists. They fall out and kiss one another again. Nothing 
is yet concluded. I earnestly wish they could come to some 
understanding. All the hope of virtuous intelligence depends 
on that. Lamennais cannot proceed alone. 

If, abdicating the part of prophet and apocalyptic poet, be 
should embrace progressive action, he mast have followers. 
The ablest general in the world cannot do anything without 
soldiers. But the soldiers must, in the present case, be tried 
and full of faith. He could easily meet with the leadership of 
a populace of scribblers devoid of conviction, who will use him 
as a fiag, but will disown or betray him whenever occasion 
offers. If he wonld wish to be efficiently seconded, he must 
distroat men who will not dispute and ai^e with him before 
accepting his guidance. When I consider the consequences of 
such a compact, I confess that I myself feel quite hesitating. 
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I coald easily agree witt him upon all but dogmatical qaes- 
tiom. Bat, on the latter, I should claim a certain liberty of 
conscience, which he certainly would decline to grant me. It 
he shonld quit Paris without having come to an arrangement 
with two or three persons whose demotion and resistance are 
on a par with mine, I shonld feel great consternation of heart 
and mind. The elements of the people's light and education 
will once more be cast adrift, on a whimsical ocean, stranding 
upon all shores, and grieTOusly breaking themselves thereon, 
without having brought forth any result. The only pilot 
capable of guiding them will have abandoned them and left 
them fuller of sadness, less united, and more disheartened than 
ever. 

If Franz possesses any infinence over him, he should 
beseech him to ascertain and fully appreciate the extent of 
the mandate with which Ood has entrusted him. Men like him 
found religions, but do not accept them. That is their duty. 
They do not belong to the past Their mission is to impel 
humanity on the road to progress: Humility of mind, scroples, 
orthodoxy, are monkish virtues which God forbids to reformers. 
If he can accomplish the task which I foresee for him, yoa 
will yourself be obliged to join his sacred battalion. Your 
intellect is more manly than that of a great many xaea. ; yoo 
can be a pure and brilliant light. 

I wrote to Paris to tell them to send you a copy of the 
Droit.* As regards my suit I am still in statu quo. My 
husband has appealed against the decision of the court. I 
am still at La Ch&tre, staying with some friends, who spoil me 
like a child 6ve years old. I live in a suburb composed of 

* A newspaper devoted to law reports, etc. 
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terraces bnilt on a rooky slope ; below is an admirably 
pretty valley. A garden of four sqaare yardsi fnll of 
rosea, and a terraoe jnst spaoioas eaongli to move in; do 
duty for a drairiiig-room, a study, and a gallery. My bed- 
room is large enough ; it is faroislied witli a bed adorned with 
cartains of red cotton atnS — a regalar peasant's bed, hard and 
flat, two straw-bottomed chairs, and a deal table. My window 
opens six feet above the terraoe. Through the hedging of 
the orchard I come and go at night, without having to open 
any door, and thos to disturb anybody, whenever inclined for 
a stroll in my four square yards of flowers. 

I sometimes go alone for a ride at dusk. I return home at 
midnight. My cloak, my bark hat, and the melancholy trot 
of my steed cause the people to take me in the dark for a 
pedlar or for a farmer's boy. One of my greatest amusements 
is to watch the transition of night into dayj that takes place 
in a thousand various ways. That revohUion, so uniform 
in appearance, possesses a different character every day. 

Did yon ever have the leisure to observe it ? I suppose 
not. Do you work f You enlighten your mind. You do not 
rest satisfied with vegetating like a plant. Go on, live and 
love me. Do not start without writing to me. May the winds 
be favourable to you, and your sky serene. Everything is 
propitious to lovers. They are the spoilt children of Provi- 
dence. They enjoy eveiything, while their friends are ever 
anxious. I warn yon that I shall often feel uneasy about you 
if you forget me. 

I will prepare a nice room for you t» my house. 

I am writing a sequel to Lelia. I am more taken up with 
it than I ever was with any other novel. L61ia is not L I am 
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a better fellow tbaa that ; bat it ia my ideal. I thas concQive 
my mase, if I may be permitted to have a mnee. 

Good-bye, good-bye 1 the day is breaking, and I still witbin 
doors 1 PerlascaladelbaXcone.'pTeetoandiamoviadiqita.* . . . 



To Madams Maxuani, Paris. 

L& Ceairz, 2S<& June, 1836. 
My Fsixhd, 

In order to please yon, I wrote, not to tbe abb6,t be 
has too positirely forbidden each and all to ever introdace 
uiy one to bim, even tbe Pope bimself, bat to my friend 
Didier, who will take npoa himself to enable yon to form tbe 
acquaintance of the abbd, by appointing an interview some 
day, in the Bne dn Regard. He will call upon yon for that 
pnrpoae, and let yoa know what Hme yoa can meet with tbe 
good abbs at his hoose and on a favoarable day. 

Thongb always aSable aad modest, be Bometimes feels 
qnite disturbed and uneasy when a letter of introduction is 
banded to bim. He baa all the aimple timidity of genios. 
If yon find bim chatting qnietly with bis friends of the Rue 
dn Regard, where he spends the best part of hia time, yoa 
will know him better, and the pleasure he will have in making 
your acquaintance will not be marred by any drawback. 

Didier is, for the present, in Geneva) though only for a 
few days. As soon as he is back in Paris he will call on yoa. 
I sent him your address. 

Tott are Tery kind to let me hear from yon, and to disclose 

• By the baloooy stops, let ns qniokly deport. 

t The Abb J T^Mnaniifr ii ; , 
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yonr troablea to me. I hope things -will sot tarn oat as 
bad as yon seem to fear. Yoa are strong, be also hopeful, 
that is one of the aspects of coorage. Whatever happens, yoa 
will always find lae fait oE solicitade and devotion for yoa; 
yoa do not donbt it, I hope. 

My snit is still pending before the Coart at Bouses. I 
am -waiting for the decisive ordeal, and trast that I shall still 
come ont of it as well as I did with the two others. Fray 
for me, yoa who are a kind and Boble soni, dear to God, with- 
oat doabt. 

That is precisely why I cannot imt^ne that He ever will 
abandon yoa to real misfortane. 

Farewell ; lore me always, yonr affection is sweet aad 
precioos to me. Let me sometimes hear from yoa, and please 
shake year husband's hand on behalf of yonr common friend. 

GiOBai. 



Td THE Countess z^Agoult, Geneva. 

La. Oeatbb, im July, 183S. 

Alas I my friend, I have not as yet pleaded before the 
royal coart; therefore I have neither won nor lost. Those 
who informed yoa of my victory doubtless referred to the last 
decision. My case will only be heard on the 25th of Jaly. 
If yoa should be in (Geneva on the Ist of Angnst yoa will 
know my fate, and perhaps yon will know it from myself 
if I am then sore to find yoa there. Bat I dare not expect 
it. I, however, dream of my oasis beside Franz and yonrself. 
Having crossed so many sands, having braved so many, 
storms, I am now longing after the pare water-spring and 
VOL. I. a 
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the shadowB of tlie two 'beaatifal palm-trees o£ the desert. 
Shall I find them 7 If yon should nob be nt Genera, I elull 
not go there. I will go to Paris, there to see the AbbS de 
Lamenn&is and two or three re^ friends, whom, among a 
thousand «uj)er^ctaZ friendBhips, I reckon in the "modem 
Babylon." 

Bid yon, to speak like Obermann, watch the moon issning 
over the Vfilan f How happy you are, dear children, to be 
in Switaerland, bo aa to obserre all the wonders of nature t 
That is what I should want in order to rewrite two or 
three chapters of lielvi, for I am writing "Lilvi anew ; have 
yon been told of it f The poison which made me ill is now 
the remedy that cures me. That book bad planged me into 
scepticism, now it helps me out of it; for you know that the 
disease makes the book, that the latter canaee the malady to 
grow worse, and so with the core. At first sight it does nob 
seem very easy to maintain plasticity, and to cause the prodnc- 
tion of wrath to harmonise with that of mansnetuda Still, 
given the characters, yon will anderstand if you recollect them, 
that wisdom is the character of Trenmor, and divine love that 
of liSia. The narrow-minded and &natical priest, the oonr- 
tesan, and the weak and vain yoang man will be sacrificed, 
each and all, to tnoraltty ; not to greengrocers' morality, nor 
to that of our drawing-rooms, my friend (of which I am eore 
yon are not the dupe), but to a morality which I should like to 
cat after yonr own pattern, and you are aware that, in 
that respect, I aspire to a certain relatiouship to you. 

To rush into the bosom of Mother Nature ; to regard her 
really as a maih^r and as a mter; to stoically and religiously 
eliminate from life all satisfied vanity ; to obstinately resist 
the proud and the wicked; to be humble and meek with the 
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nnfortnnate ; to -weep over the poor man's miBeiy and wish 
for no other consolation bat the fall of the rich ; to believe in 
no other God bat he who preaches jnstioe and equality to 
men; to venerate what is good; to jndge with sereritf that 
which is bat strong; to live on almost nothing, to give almost 
everything, in order to set ap again primitive eqnality and to 
revive divine institntions — snoh ie the religion which I wonid 
proclaim in my hnmble retreat, and which I aspire to 
preach to my twelve apostles under the lime-trees of my 
garden. 

As for love, it will be dwelt apon separately in another book, 
LeHa will express herself in that respect in a general way and 
pretty concisely, and will be in the rank of exceptions. She 
belongs to the &mily of the Essenes, and is the companion of 
the palm-tree, gens aoUtaria, of which Pliny speaks. That 
fine passage will be the epigraph of my third volome ; it is 
that of the antnmn of my life. Do yoa improve the plan of 
my book T As for the plan of life, yon are not competent, 
yon are too yonng and too happy to go to the salnbrions 
ehores of the Dead Sea (still according to Pliny tiie yoonger) 
and to enter that family no member of whaeh ever wot horn or 
ever dies, etc. 

If I find yon in Geneva, I will read to yon what I have 
done, and yon will help me to rewrite my descriptions 
of Bonrise; for yoa witnessed Uiem in your monntainB, 
shining a hundred times more brilliantly than I ever saw 
mine in my little valley. What yon tell me about Franz 
gives me a truly forioos and morbid desire to hear him. Yoa 
know that I sit under the piano whenever he plays it. My 
fibre is veiy strong, and I never met with an instrument 
poweriol enough. At any rate, Frans is the only artist in 

H 2 
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the world tbat knows bow to impart life and soal to a piano. 
I beard Tbalberg * ia Paris. He appeared to me like a gentle 
little boy, very nice and good. At times, Franz amuses bim- 
self by playing a few notes like Tbalberg, afterwards letting 
loose the forious elements npon tbat little breeze. 

Wait for me, for God's sake ! I dare not, bowever, b^ 
yoa to do so, for Italy is better tban L I am a poor personage 
to put in tbe scale against Rome and tbe son. I bave some 
hope that the excessive beat will frighten yon, and that yoa 
will wut for tbe antnmn. 

Do not those dog-days overpower yon ? Perhaps tbe life 
yon lead does not often expose yon to their fierceness. As 
^r me, I bare not the sense to preserve myself from it. I 
start on foot at three in tbe morning, with the firm intent of 
retamtng at eight ; but I lose myself in the dales, I forget 
myself on brooksides, I run after insects, and only reach 
borne abont midday in a state of torrefaction impossible to 
describe. 

The other day, I was so overcome tbat I entered the river 
with all my clothes on. I had not foreseen tbat bath, so that 
I bad no dress ad hoc. I came out wringing wet from bead 
to foot. A little farther on, my clothes having already 
dried, being again drenched with perspiration, I again 
plunged into the Indre. My only precaution was to fix 
my dress to a bnsb and to bathe yt'ifhrnj 'peignoir. I afterwards 
put on my dress over it, and tbe rare passers-by did not notice 
my strange draperies. By taking three or four baths at each. 
walk, I still manage three or four leagues (nine or twelve 
miles) on foot, with thirty degrees of heat,* and what 

• Thalberg, a celebrated piftnist. 

* Centi^Tade (abont BeTeiity-sii degrees Fahrenheit). 
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leagnesl Not a beetle passes bat I ma after it. Some- 
times, OB leaving the river, I lie on the grass of some 
meadow witb my wet olotbes on, and indnlge in a siesta. 
Lovely season, whicb enables ns to enjoy all the comlorts of 
primitive life I 

YoQ cannot imagine all I dream of in my strolls oat in the 
Ban, I fancy myself living in the grand days of Greece. In 
the happy part which I inhabit, yoa may often walk two 
leagaes withont meeting a single hamaa being. The flocks 
alone people the pastnres, which are well enclosed by mag- 
nificmtly laxnrioas hedges. The illnsion may therefore last a 
long time. When strolling far away throagh paths with which 
I am nnacqnainted, one of my greatest amnsements is to 
imagine that I ani exploring some other country with which I 
find an analogy. I recollect having during whole hours fancied 
I was wandering through the Alps or in some part of America. 
I now fancy that Arcadia is in Berry. There is not a meadow, 
not a cluster of trees which, with s lovely and bright bod, 
does not appear wholly Arcadian to me. 

I teach you all the secrets of my happiness. Should you 
some day be alono (which I do not wish or believe for yon), 
yoa will remember my Eeaenian walks, Yoa will perhaps 
think that it is better to indulge in such amasemenfc than in 
blowing out one's brains, as I was often tempted to do when I 
entered the desert. Do yoa possess any physical strength? 
That is a great point. 

In spite of all this, 1 sometimes have fits of melancholy; 
do not doabt it ; bat I resist and pray. There is a way to 
pray. Praying is an important and difficult thing. It is the 
end of moral man. Yon cannot pray yourself. I defy yoa to 
do it, and if yoa were to pretend that yon conld I should 
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not believe yon. Bat I have 00I7 ascended the first, the 
weakest, the most imperfect and wretched step of Jacob's 
ladder. That is why I seldom pray, and bat very badly. Yet 
however few and poor my prayers, I ezperience a foretaste 
of infinite ecstasies and raptnres, similar to those of my yoQth, 
when I Qsed to believe that I saw the Virgin, like a white 
spot on a son which moved aboat me. Now my visions are all 
abont stars ; bat I begin to have strange dreams. 

By-the-bye, do yon know the names of ^1 the stars of oar 
hemisphere f Yon onght to leam astronomy, in order to 
ezplaiD to me lots of things which I am anable to transfer 
from oar sphere to the canopy of immensi^. I woold wager 
that yoa know it to perfection, or that, if yon wished, yoa 
wonld know it in a week. 

I am distressed at the want of knowledge I discover in 
myself respecting many things, bnt chiefiy those I am dying 
to leam. I sncceeded in instracting myself in the celestial 
chart withoat consnlting the globe. Bnt, when I cast my eyes 
npon the miserable punted ball and endeavour to grasp the 
great mechanism of the oniverse, I am completely lost. I only 
know the names of stars and constellationa. That alone is a 
very good thin^ in a poetical sense. 

By comparison, we leam to appreciate the beanty of stars. 
No star is like another when we consider it attentively. I 
never suspected that before this sammer. If yon wish to 
ascertain it yon need only observe Antares in the sooth, from 
nine to ten at night, and compare it with Arctaras, which yoa 
already know. Compare also Vega, so white, so steady, all 
*'broagb the nigh^ with the Goat, which breaks forth in the 
te. a>,,; on foot, w.ua --^-^iilRting, ^most iuraing. Talk- 
"f the Scorpion, I wonld 



• Thalberg, a celebrated pianist. 

* CeEtigrade (about seventy-six degrees Fatii^u.., 
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drair yonr attention to the graceful bend of that conetellation; 
it is enough to move yon to adoration. If yonr siglit be good, 
yott shoold also notioe the whiteness of the Pleiades,* and how 
delicate their little claster appears at daybreak and precisely 
at the Tery breaking of dawn. Yon know all aboafc that; 
bnt perhaps for a long time have not paid any epecial attention 
to it. I wish to add one more pleasure to yonr happy life. 
Yon see that I am not niggardly with my diseoreries. That is 
because God ia the master of my treasures. 

Always write to me to the La Ch&tre post-office, "to be 
called for." Your letters will be sent on to me at Boorges. 
Alas 1 I am going to leave the starry nights and the meadows 
of Arcadia. Pity me and lore me. I kiss yon both cordially, 
and respectfully greet the illnstrious Doctor SaiA»waw, 

Yon hare drawn a portrait of yourself which was not 
needed. With regard to the excess of diffidence contained 
in it, I am better able than yoarself to form an opinion. As 
for its tmthfnlnera, am I not acquainted with your life, with- 
out its erer having been related to me 7 Does not the end 
explain antecedents f Yes, yon are a great soul, yonr charaoter 
is noble and your heart good j the latter is more important 
than all the rest, it ia the rarest of virtoes, although every- 
body pretends to it. 

The older I grow, the more I bow to kindness, because 
it occoTS to me that, of all -His gifts, a kind heart is that 
of which Crod is most sparing. Wherever the intellect is 



*An English poet has referred to this appeannoaof thisoonslttl- 
lation ia a oharming line : 

" Thongh high o'er head the froxen Pleiades shine." 

Tbaksutoh. 
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deficient, what we call kindneas ia simply iaeptia; it becomes 
apathy wherever might is wanting. Wlierever might and 
enlightenment are united, kindness is scarcely to be found ; 
because experience and obserration give rise to mistrust and 
hatred. Minds impelled by the noblest principles are often 
the most hardened and aorimonions, because they hare been 
soured by deception. They still excite oar regard and 
admiration, but no longer our affection. To have suffered, 
without ceasing to be kind and intelligent, supposes a powerful 
organisation, such as I delight to find and greet. 

I am sick and tired (excnse the expression] of great men. 
I should like to see them all in Plutarch. Those who are 
there do not grieve me from a human standpoint. Let 
great men he carved in marble or cast in bronse, and no 
more said about them. So long as they live, they are wicked, 
persecuting, whimsical, despotic, bitter, and diffident Tbey 
regard both rams and ewes with the same haughty con- 
tempt. They are worse to their friends than to their enemies. 
Hay God deliver us from them ! Bemain kind, even tiufiA 
if yon like. Franz can tell yon that the people I love are 
never too simple to please me. How often have I reproached 
him with being too witty ! Happily that is hut little, and I 
can love him much. 

Farewell, dear; write to me. May you not start yet I 
The weather is too hot. Be snre yoa will suffer from it. 
There is no travelling at night in Italy. It you should cross 
the Simplon (it is indeed the finest sight in the world), yoa 
will have to do it on foot in order to climb and see all to 
advantage. The tronhle of it will kill you I 

I wish I could find I know not what scarecrow so as to 
delay yon. 
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To Mademoisbllb Lbroybs db Chantspie, Angers. 

NoHAKT, 21(< Axtg^tt, 18S6. 
Miss, 

There is for me bot one creed and one refage : faith in 

God andonr own immortality. My secret is not new, but there 

is no other. 

Love ia a bad thing, or at least a daagerons trial. Glory 
is empty and matrimony batefnl. Maternity procures inefEable 
delights ; but, either throagh love or marriage, we must pay 
such a price for it that I would never advise anybody to incnr 
the cost. When away from my children, whose education 
absorbs a great portion of my time, I seek for solitude, and, 
since I have given np many impossible dreams, I find in it 
consolations which I did not expect. 

I will try to give them poetic expression in one of my 
works to which I am adding a volume, Lelia, that yoa have 
had the goodness to judge with indulgence, and which 
contains more of my own inward self than any other book. 
Since yon think I know more of the science of life than 
yourself, I refer you to the forthcoming edition of that 
work. 

But I much fear yon are deceived when yoa attribnte 
to me the power of curing you. Ton will find by yourself 
all I fonnd, and you will find it better suited to your Acuities. 
Hopel There are times of trials; bat He who sends them 
takes care to alleviate them when the burden becomes too 
heavy. You seem to me to be one of Hia selected vases. Yon 
most, therefore, thank Him first for having caused you to 
be, yoa will afterwards learn from Him gradually Hia 
views aboat yon^ what He intends to do with you. 
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I wish I were one of those who pray to Him with ardonr, 
and are snre to see their prayers granted. I shoald ask for 
yoor happiness, or, at least, calm and resignation, which yon 
seem to me created to understand and worthy to possess. 

GiOBai Sand. 



To M. Casimih Dvdbvant, Paris. 

Pub, Novmhw, 1836. 

I am much distressed at Maurice's condition. I do not 
tell him BO, but I fear that he is suffering from some 
kind of consumptive disease. His sleep is light and 
frequently disturbed by dreams. That is not osual at his 
age. He feels no pain ; but the two doctors who see him, 
that of his college and the medical man who comes here daily 
as a friend, both find the same symptoms of nerrons excite- 
ment and disturbance at the heart 

I do not know how to mantle my departure. My presence 
is required at Kohant ; but, as soon as I talk about it, he is all 
in tears and becomes fererish. I lectured him so much, that 
he submits to alt I require. He does not say anything; but 
he is upset. Come to my aid, I beseech yon. Speak to him 
kindly and tenderly. The dear boy is equally fond of na 
both ; but he is weak in mind and body. Severity orerpowers 
and terrifies him. 

Doctors recommend us to avoid crossing him ; that is 
rather embarrassing. How can a child be brought up without 
being crossed sometimes I They say it is the fever of growth, 
but that under irritation it may develop into a more seriona 
disease. At night his heart indeed appears more agitated 
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thaD when those gentlemen examine him. I shudder at the 
idea of his being attacked by the disease from which I 
Buffered all my life, and am still eoffering. I wish' his consti- 
tntion were as good as mine! Bnt it is^not so. Crrief ia 
contrary to his uatnre. 

I asBore yon that it was a great fanit, I should eren say a 
great crime, to acquaint that child with what he ought not to 
have known, or, at least, partly ignored and only vaguely 
understood. The harm is done, though neither you nor I 
wished it. As for me, I am conscious of having always 
endeavoured to induce him to divide his affection between us. 

To-day it is no longer a question of our personal dis- 
senaions; it is that of our child's health: an interest whidi 
stands before everything else. Do not let na, for Heaven's 
Bake I place him in a rivalry of affection which excites his 
already too pronoonced sensitiveness. Since I encourage bis 
tenderness for yon, do likewise abstain from crossing his 
fondness for me. Come to see him here as often as yon like. 
If my presence should be unpleasant to you, nothing ia easier 
than to avoid it. As for me, I have no objection to meet yon. 
The state in which I see Maurice deadens all other sentiments 
in ne bnt the desire of calming and curing him both 
physically and morally. 

I shall stay here until he has recruited his health, and will 
not take any step with regard to him unless approved by you. 
Help me ; yea love your son as much as I do. Spare him 
emotions which he is not strong enough to bear. Were I to 
apeak ill of yon to him that would do him harm. Iiet the 
precaution be reciprocal. 

What interest could we now have in attacking each oth^ 
ihrongh the heart of a poor child full of meekness and affeo. 
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tion F That would be carrjiag the warfare too far, and, as for 
me, I do not onderstand it to that extent. 

A. Dddetamt. 

Maorice entirely ignores m; anxiety. He expects to go 
back to college &om day to day. Do not speak to him about 
his palpitation of the heart. The doctor always says, in his 
presence, that it is nothing at all. 



To M. Adolphb Gu&rqult, Paris. 

NohaSt, IWi Jfabrwory, 1837. 
Mt DEIB COHBiDK, 

. . . Yoa are certainly not deficient in talent; your 
article ia bristling with it. Bnt that is not the compliment 
yon expect from me : yon wish me to do justice to yonr 
opinions. In doing them justice I shonid only offend yon. 

Yes, my friend, ^ou are a rogue, an unmitigated rogue. 
Ok t my toy / I fail to recognise you in this ! 

It is right that yon should wish well to the Arabs ; that 
yoa should be actuated by the desire of working for their 
liberty ; that yon should denounce the despotism of the 
Egyptians ; that is taking the good side of things as regards 
the East. But, wretches (this applies to the Saint^SimoDians 
more than to yourself), yon abandon the canse of justice 
and truth in France, where it could he onderstood qnidcor 
than anywhere else, and where it will be, doubt not^ by our 
children. 

However Little yon might bare schieved, people could have 
said that there existed a society oonservatiTe of the great 
principle of equality. A principle banished, hunted down. 
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detested, and persecated throaghoat tbe world, bat vliicb has 
eoDgbt refage within the hearts of a few honeat men. Some 
day yoa might possibly have risen to be gods. 

YoD were compelled to seek abroad for means of existeBce. 
It wonld be better to blow ont one's brains than to obtain 
one's lirelihood from an infamona GoTemmenb, from a man 
who is the incarnate principle of oppression and demoraliso- 
tioo. To expatriate oneself is a weakness to begin with. Yoa 
gave way to persecntion. Yon binshed, not on accoant of 
year misery, which rendered yoa truly great, bat on account 
of yoar powerlessness over public opinion, a defect which 
betrayed want of talent in the supreme direction of yonr 
sect. 

Ton were wrong. However poor the language of your 
morality, since that morality was the only one and alone 
true, it might eventnally hare bronght yoa the consideration 
yoa deserve. And, if that great andertaking had not some 
day been acbiered in the names of Saint Simon and Enfantio, 
at least Saint Simon and En&ntin might both have occupied 
a great place in the history of morality by the side of that 
occupied by Lafayette in political history. 

But all that is done for. Yoa have fallen into a system of 
mysterious transaction which is no longer intelligible. Yoa 
seem anxious to be forgotten id France, and to obtain forgive- 
ness for the good yoa attempted to do. You tfdk about 
regenerating peoples that do not exist. In fact yoa live by 
the grace of Louis Philippa As for yourself, you are now 
director of the Bebats, neither more nor less than my friend 
Janin. 

Hold yoar tongue, yon bnmbng 1 yoa would do better to 
start as a cobbler and mend old boots. Observe what con- 
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cesBions yoD are obliged to make io order to induce M. Bertia 
to sirallow the exposition of jonr ideas respecting the despottsin 
of Mahommed All t 

In tmth the middle party little minds the Liberals of the 
bsnlcB of the Nile, provided that, when paying them compli- 
ments, they bow very low before the royal pear. That is what 
yon do. 

Ton aay: "la 1830 France gave the last toach to hor 
syBtem of liberty ; human liberty, and private dignity were eon- 
atituted in a manner indettntctible in the future," etc. 1 and a 
thonsand other blasphemies which would cause Michel* to 
ewear like a madman, and which griere me. 

Certainly, if yon argue like Thiers and Gruizot ; if . liberty 
is, in your opinion, compatible with monarchy ; if yoa admit 
haman dignity, without equt^ty; if yon call abolition oftoeial 
diatinctione the prinoipte which squeezes in the heart of man, 
as in a vice, lore of possession, egotism, complete forsakinj^ 
of the poor, which raises to the rank of virtne public order, 
that is, the right of kUling any one who b^s for bread in load 
tones, and in the name of the natural joatice of hunger ; 
indeed, if yoa accept all this, yonr ailments are logical and I 
hare not a word to say. 

But if you still preserve the religion of the following 
fondamental principle of Saint-Simonism, the law of equal 
d/i$Wibution, how can you make those concessions, even with 
good intentions, to a hatefnl state of things f It is on the 
morrow of the execrable laws which buy all liberty, im 
human dignity for ten, perhaps for twenty years, that yoa 
attar this fine principle : France ia free, happy, honourable ; 

* Michel de Bonrgos. 
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f%«r0 is nothing more to vnah/or her. Let va try to think of the 
Araht, and make of them a people at honest as oursehet. 

Dear do I leave them in their ignoraooe. Being alares is 
no gnilt on the part of those who do not poasees the eentiment 
o£ hnman dignity. But it is strange to notice at what period 
of oar political exiatence we, who pretend to hare it, boast 
aboat it I 

I shall certainly not alter yonr opinion, my friend. When 
we hare made np onr minds to say or write something, we 
hare tbonght it over; we believe oarselres to have well 
nnderstood and pondered the question ; we are ready to con- 
sider as errors or dreams all that may be brought forward by 
onr adreraary, I, therefore, do not mention my reasons in 
order to correct yon, bat simply in order that we may onder- 
stand each other, and both start from & well-known principle, 
in order to wrangle if we shoold feel so inclined. As for me, I 
tell yon I only know and have ever known but one principle : 
that of the abolition of property. 

Its advocacy of that principle has always caosed me to 
venerate Saint-Simonism ; as that is also the reason why I 
wonihip certain true Bepnblioans (there are few, believe me). 
B I am neither a Saint-Simonian nor a Bepnblioan {I will, for 
the time being, assnme that I am a man), it is that I do not 
perceive a formula worthy of rallying men, or a circomstanoe 
capable of developing good sentiments throngh actions. The 
present time is not favourable for ordinary men like Enfentin, 
yourself, and me. I mean ordinary so far as intelleot goes, 
for I do not qnestion the high morality of Enfantin (I do 
not know anything about it, and am happy to believe 
in it). 

The qnestion was therefore to wait for leaders, for a plan 
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of battle, a Qag, and aa army bent upon fighting. Failing all 
these, there is nothing to do bnt to preserre, within oneself, the 
good principle, pnre and spotlesB, without the shadow of a ooa- 
ceasiou to metaphyaicai Jesuitism, that affected morality in 
which DO man believes. 

A day will come when that good principle will have its 
tarn. If we sbonld no longer be in this worid, oar children 
and descendants, having received it from ua, will speak and 
do something. Yoa speab of two handred copies of my 
portrait being distributed to jour proletaires. Have yoa then 
two hundred of the latter f Yoa had always spoken of aboat 
fifty at the most. I wish to pat a few qaestions to yoa respect- 
ing yonr Saint-Simonians. What is their belief T What is 
their opinion ? What is their wish f 

As far as I coald jadge by Vin9ard, they are rose-water 
Republicans, honest men, but far too meek, too evangelical, 
and too patient. The elements of the future ought to be a 
race of proletaires, wild, proud, and ready to reclaim by force all 
the rights of mankind. 

But where is that raco F Men are being sednced on the 
one hand by an appearance of welfare, on the other by maxims 
of pretended civilisation, of which they will be the dupes. 
Poor people ! 

If yon should see Yin9ard, tell him I hope to dine with 
him when I nest come to Paris. It is true I do not know 
when that wUI be. I still expect to see yon about the middle of 
November. Keep a few copies of my portrait for me. I will 
subscribe for about twenty. Send one in a letter that I may 
see how it looks on paper. 

Tell me what has become of Buloz. Has he at last become 
the husband of a young and handsome girl ? The settlement 
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of bia marriage ia most important tor my aSatrs. Reply to me. 
Farewell, dear friend ; remember me to kind Madame Mathiea, 
as also to yoar lovely eiater. 

Toara in heart. ■ 



To M. Jules Janin. 

NoHAWx, 15tt Febrwwy, 1837. 
Yon are rery good, my dear comrade, to have replied 
BO qnickly and so consoientioasly. I thank yoa for yoar 
excellent disposition towards Calamatta. I had already sent 
my bad feuilleton to the Monde * when year letter came, and 
I can neither get it back nor begin another, for I am stnpid 
at that sort oE work. 

I am qoite incapable of writing for the Oebaia. I do not 
speak of opinions which are sacred, even for a woman^ bat 
only of the way of treating the literary qaestion. Bear ia mind 
that I do not possess the shadow of wit, that I am heavy, 
prolix, emphatic, and have none of the qualities of joarnalism. 
What I am now writing for the Monde would not suit the 
Debata, and, as regards ideas, might perhaps not be admitted 
into the latter sheet. 

How, my friend, coald I seek the colamns of a newspaper 
in which yon write, and ventare into a field where yoa reign 
without dispate f I will never pose as the riral of anybody 
whaterer. I have too much indolence for that, and to compete 
against a sovereiga is still less to my taste. I do not feel 
strong enongh to contend against established glory. Who 
knows bnt that gloiy which I hail with so much pleasure and 



* A newspaper edited by the Abb6 de Lamennaia. 

VOL. I. 
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affection, will not become hftteful to me wbenerer it oTer- 
towers me T 

No, indeed. I am macb happier as I am. Leave me in my 
own little comer. Besidea, I declare to yon, npon my hononr, 
that I havB not the least ambition for either money or repu- 
tation. I hare produced all I conid prodnce, and only aspire 
to rest myself and to hang ap my pen by the eide o£ my 
Turkish pipe. 

I do not vrite in the Monde; I am not the partner of 
anybody. Partner of the Abb6 de Lamennais is a title and an 
hoQoar which woold not soit me. I am his faithfol servant. 
He is so kind and I love him so much that I will give him as 
mach of my blood and ink as he may ask for. Bnt he will 
hardly ask, for he does not want me, thank God t I have not 
the presumption to believe that I can be of any other service 
to him than to bring a few more subscribers to his paper, 
through my chatter. His journal may last as long as it will 
and pay me as it may please. It matters little to me. The 
Abb6 de Lamennaia will always be the Abb6 de liamennais. 
and no possible councils or aseociationa can make anything bat 
a very poor devil of Geotge. 

I do not doabt either the kindness or the generosity of 
M. Bertin; but there is no reason why I should, withont any 
right, claim his lively interest in me. My kind of work would 
not soit him, and now that my hair is getting hoary, my head 
is too hard to acquire grace, concision, and all that pleases the 
pablio. 

Believe me, we most each remain within onr own sphere. 

It \a annhUion that nane men.. Do not Ut «• overtaak ow 

' lent. We mutt do in pMic onlt/ thai which tos do positively 

the't ^^'' ^' ^i^ Sancho Panza and the thirty ihottaand 

'ha. 
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All mj wishes relate, therefore, for the preseat to one 
single ohject : to sell my past labour in order not to have any 
fatare laboar to confront. You do not imagine, friend, the 
loathing with which literatare (that is, my own) now inspires 
me. I am passionately fond of the country; I hare, like 
yourself, all hoasehold tastes, home tastes; I lore dogs, 
cats, and children above all things. I am no longer yonng. 
I want to sleep all night long and to idle about all day. 
Help me to get oat of the daws of Buloz, and I will bless 
yon all the days of my lifa I will write mannscripts where- 
with to light yonr'pipe, and will rear harriers and Persian cats 
for yon. If yon will give me yonr little daughter to wean, I 
will return her nice-looking, in good health, and as wicked as 
the devil, for I will completely spoil her. 

You ought to understand all that, yon who are so simple, 
BO good, so little of a great man in your ways, ao different 
from the ways of criticism. Yon have submitted to your 
Buocess more than yon have sought for it. It has been a great 
success ; but, had it only been ordinary yon would hare been 
satisfied with it, in accordance with that amiable va^tucAOMa 
which I Bo much admire. Do yon know what I prize above 
all things in this world? Kindness and simplicity. My 
ambition now is to become a good, felloio ; it is not an easy 
thing and a very rare one. 

Thanks for your kind advice and for the interest which yoa 
so warmly display towards me. I wish I were worthy of your 
zeal, but I am sure I possess gratitude enough to acknowledge 
your friendship. 



t3 
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To M. €Abb& db Lambnnais. 

NoBun, 28Ih Fe&ntory, 1637. 

Sib utd hciliikt Fbithd, 

Too carried me, without being aTrare of il), on to 
groand where I find it difiSoalt to stand. When I began those 
I/Aira <i JIfareis, I did not contemplate limiting myself to bo 
serions a frame as that into which I now find myself drireo, in 
niite of myself, by the irrepressible impulse of my reflections. 
It frightens me ; for, dnring the few honra it has been my 
good fortnne to spend in listening to yon, with the respect and 
veneration with which my heart is filled towards yon, it never 
oocnrred to me to ask for the result of your examination 
respecting the qaestions with which I am dealing to-day. 

I do not even know whether the present condition of women 
has attracted your notice, in the midst of so many religioaa 
and political preoccupations with which year intellectoal life 
has been taken up. What is most strange with regard to this 
ia that, thoagh I have written all my life upon that subject, I 
yet scarcely know what to think about it. Having never 
summed up my opinions, having only vaguely expressed my 
ideas, it now happens that I conclude by inspiration, without 
being aware whence that inspiration comes, without knowing 
in the least whether I make a mistake or not, without being 
able to debar myself from couclnding as I do and fi Tiding 
within myself I know not what conviction, which is, periiaps, 
the voice of truth or the impertinent dictate of pride. 

Bat I am in full swing, and experience the desire of ex- 
tending the scope of the Lettrea a Marde so long as I can 
introduce therein qaestiona relating to women. X should like to 
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speak npoQ all womanly daties : marriage, matemitj', etc. Oa 
Beveral poiota I fear being carried bj my oatnral petolaooe 
farther tban yon wonld allow me to go, if I could consolt 70D 
beforehand. Bnt hare I the time to aak yon^ at each page, to 
trace the road for me f Can you aSord the time to make ap 
for my ignorance ? No, the paper is being printed. I am 
overwhelmed by many other cares, and when at night I fiad 
an hoar to think aboat JtTame, I mnst write and not think. 

After all, I am perhaps not capable of thinking any more 
of anything whatever, and every time (I should rather say the 
few times) I have had a good idea it has dropped from the 
oloads at a moment when I least expected it. What am I to 
dof Shall I follow my impntse, or shall I request yoa to 
examine the bad sheets I send to the paper F The latter 
presents many disadvantages ; a prodaction corrected by any 
other person than the aathor himself is always deficient in 
unity. It loses its enaemhU, its general logic. Often, when 
repairing the corner of a wall, yoa bring down a whole hoase, 
which, had yoa not touched the wall, might have still been 
standing. 

To obviate alt sach disadvantages, I think we oaght to 
agree upon the foUowing points : I will here confess to yon 
the main broad ideas which pass throngh my mind, and yoa 
will sothorise me to write freely, withoat troubling yourself too 
mnoh about my making some blnudera in the details, I do 
not know very well to what extent men of the world wonld 
hold yon responsible for it; and besides, I believe that yoa 
little heed men of the world. But I feel for yoa aaoh deep 
affection, I feet myself recommended by sach confidence, that 
even were I certain not to be wrong, I shonld still give way, 
in order to deserve a shake of the hand from you- 
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To fiom up my bold ideas, they consist in claiming dirorce 
in marriage. For me, the only remedy to the mortal in. 
jnaticeB,to the endlesa misenea, to the often incurable passions 
whicb disturb the union of the 8ezea,ia the liberty of breaking 
ap oonjngal ties and forming them again. It is not my 
opinion that divorce should be resorted to lightly, and withont 
motives as serious as those required for obtaining the legal 
separation now in force. 

Although, for my part, I should prefer to spend the rest of 
my life in a dungeon rather than marry again, I know of 
instances of such durable, such imperative affection, that I do 
not see in the old civil and religions law any provision likely 
to oppose a durable and solid check to it. And we mnst 
always remember that affection becomes stronger and worthier 
of interest as human intellect raises and purifies itself. 

It is certain that, in the past, it could not be checked, and 
that it disturbed social order. So long as that disorder was 
provoked by vice and corraption, it never furnished weapons 
against the law. Bat strong minds, great and noble charac- 
ters, hearts f nil of faith and benevolence, have been dominated 
by passions which seemed to descend from heaven itself. 
What can we say in answer to that f And how can we write 
abont women without debating a question which they r^fard 
as paramount, and which occupies the first place in their lives X 

Believe me, I know this better than you; and therefore 
let the disciple dare only once to say : 

"Master, there are paths therein which yon have never 
trod, abysses which my eye has fathomed. You have lived 
with the angela ; I with men and women. I know bow people 
Buffer, how they sin, how much they need a role to enable 
them to be virtuous." 
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Trust ia me. Than I, nobody is mora anziooa to find that 
role, witli more respect towards Tirttie, with less persooalit; ; 
for I fihall never try to palliate the faults of my past, and m; 
age permits me to calmly consider the storms that Tani^ and 
cease on my horizon. 

Send me a word of reply. If yon forbid me to go ahead 
I will terminate the iMir^ d JVforcis as they now stand, and 
do anything else yon may order me to do. I can keep silent 
on many points, and do not believe myself called npon to 
renovate the world. 

Farewell, father and friend, nobody loves and respects yon 
more than I. 

G. Sahd. 

To M. Calamatta, Paris. 

NoHunr, 12(fc /wly, 1837. 
OAUsanio, 

It is I who behaved towards yon like a regnlar elotm. 
Ton are so kind that yon will forgive all, bnt I do not 
forgive myself any of the wrongs I may have done yoa, whom 
I love and esteem with all my sonl. 

This is rather late to oongratolate yon npon your fortv/Mi 
but yon know how I share it, my good old man, and how 
mooh more agreeable it is to me than if anything similar had 
oconrred to me personally. It was high time yoa shonld be 
rewarded by a little well-being for so laborions and stoical a 
life. That is the first time those people have done anything 
fiUy. 

The only bad point in it in my opinion ia, that all thoae 
joomeys and labours will prevent yonr coming to see me. 
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Provided yoD be satisfied and justice be done to yoo, I will 
sacrifice my joy to yours. I am macb mored by tbe gratitade 
for wbicb M. logrea believes himself indebted to me. I only 
obeyed the dictates of truth by placing bim foremost among 
artists and praising his magnificent work. Since my feeble 
homage reached him, I do not refuse his thanks; on the 
contrary, I accept them with a great feeling of pride and joy. 

I received yoar tobacco, which is very good, and advise 
yon not to scorn the aablime profession of emuggler, in which 
yoo have started so pleasantly. Do not, however, incur adosto 
a considerable fine. Yon know that two things are to be 
feared in hfe, I'indifferenza d'un ministTa e I'ira d'un doga- 
niere : * that is a Venetian proverb. Too escaped the first, take 
care of the second, 

By-the-bye, Calamajo benedetto,f if yon are not doing 
anything more with my portrait, coold yon not send it to me F 
That would give me great pleasure . I havo spoken about it, 
and everybody wishes to see it. 

Yon had treated me better than yon did Madame d'Agonlt; 
yon saw me with yoar heart's eyes, and her with reason's. 
You have painted her a little older and made her appear more 
serious than she really is, even when she ia seriotu. In other 
respects hers is an admirable portrait. The hair seems in- 
imitable ; yon have painted it as beautiful as it is in nature. 
That grave and noble head is worthy of Van Dyck. But, as 
regards resemblance, Franz's portrait is more strikingly 
complete. Maurice's still causes nniveraat admiration and 
my delight. 



* The indifierance of a Mtntater and the anger of a Dog«. 
t My blessed Calamajo (a tarm of eadearment for Calamalta). 
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I received the drawings, and I pray yon to tbanb Signor 
Nino for them. They did not come handy for what I was 
doing then ; but they will serve me for what I am doing now, 
tor I cannot keep away from my dear Venice. 

Bead Lea MaUrea Mosaiates, in the forthcoming nnmber of 
the Bevue. It is not mnch; bnt I thought of yon when 
penning Valerio'a oharaoter. I also thoaght of yonr fraternity 
with Mercari. In fact my opinion is that that hluette will 
rouse in yon some of onr sympathies and holy illnsions of 
yonth. 

Good oight, my great artist. Whatever be my ignoble 
lasinesB, let tne often hear how yon are getting on. Love ma 
always from the bottom of yonr heart, as I do myself. 
Yoora, 

Oboboi. 

To GusTArs Papbt, Ars (Indri). 

FonuumuAv, 24U& Jujrutf , 1837. 
Dub old Fellow, 

I have lost my dear mother I Hers was the calmest 
and sweetest of deaths. She died without a struggle, nn- 
conscions that her end was near, and believing she was simply 
going to sleep to wake up shortly after. Ton know that she 
was always neat and coquettish (smart). Her last sentence 
waa : " Brush up my hair." 

Poor little woman ! Shrewd, intelligent, artistic, generous, 
passionately impnlsive in little things and good in great ones. 
She was the cause of mnch suffering for me, and my greatest 
evils were brought about by her. But she had greatly atoned 
for them of late, and I had the satisfaction to see that she 
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ftt laat nnderstood tdj ch&racter and rendered me complete 
justice. I am conscioas of Iiaving done for her all tbat it was 
my duty to do. 

I may well say tbat I am no lon^r with a family. HeaveQ 
has oompenBated me for it by giving me eocb friends as 
nobody perhaps erer was blessed with. It is the only real 
and complete happiness of my life. People pretend that 
some of my friends are false and ungrateful. As for me, I 
deny it, for my trne friends have afEorded me so much conso- 
lation and compensation for the wrongs the others hare done 
me, that I have foi^tten the latter. 

I am delighted to have Maturioe with me. I went to meet 
him at Fontaineblean, where we are snngly settled in a small 
inn overlooking the forest. We ride daily on horaes or 
donkeys, bathe, and catch bntterflies. I am not sony that h» 
sbonid have some holidays. When ihe funds are exhaosted 
(which mnst be soon), and I have finished my bosiness 
in Paris, where I shall go and spend three days, we shoU 
start for home. Write to me here. Kiss yoor father for me, 
and always love yonr old mother, yonr old sister, and yoor old 
comrade. Manrioe kisses yon a thousand times. 

GlOBOI. 

To THE CovtiTBss rfAoouLT, Geitevo. 

'EwiusEssLtiX, IHiK Augfut, 1837. 
DxiB Pbihcbss, 

This is a note entmsted to the hazard of the post I 
am confident that it will not reach yon, for most of our letters 

miscarry at the frontier. I have only to-day, the 25th, 

• m@^ yoiu^ letter here, where I am concealed in tdte-&-t6te 
t Mf mrice, away from idlers and wi^s. 
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I wrote to joa to Grenevft, and hope th&t, before starting 
for Milan, 70a received the letter. I was telling 70a that I 
was deeply afiected — my poor mother's death was agonising 
to me. I spent serei'al days in Paris in order to attend to her 
last moments. In tha meantime I had a false alarm, and sent 
Mallefille with the mail-coach to Nohant^ in order to fetch mj 
son, who was said to have been carried off. Whilst I went to 
receive him at Fontaineblean^ my mother quietly expired, 
withoat a straggle. The next morning I found her stiff in 
bed, and, when embracing her corpse, I felt that what they 
say about the power of blood-relationship and the voice of 
nature is not a dream, as I often thought it was in my days 
of ill-hnmonr. 

I have returned to JE'ontaineblean, broken np with fatigue 
and overwhelmed with a grief in which I did not believe 
two months ago. Truly the heart is an inezhaustabia mine of 
sufEarings 1 

My poor mother is no more I She is resting in the sun^ 
under beaatifol flowers, over whioh the butterflies flutter, 
heedless of death. I was so struck by the gaiety of that grave 
in the Moutmartre cemetery, in magniflcent weather, that I 
was wondering why my tears should flow so abundantly. We 
truly know nothing of death's mystery I Why should we weep, 
and yet how are we to refrain from doing so f All those in- 
stinctive emotions, whose cause lies beyond our will and 
reason, most doubtless have a meaning— what ? 

Maurice is much pleased with his stay here. We ride daily 
on horseback, and collect flowers and butterflies in the soli- 
tudes of the forest. The latter is really a delightful place, a 
r^^nlar little Switzerland, which the Parisians do not suspect, 
and whose great advantage is that it attracts but few visitors. 
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I am qaite incognita here, paeeing ander aa aseamed name and 
working hard. 

Farewell, dear; let na hope that the railways will prosper, 
so that we may go for an excarsion to the Jsola Madre, 
proTided we can dispose of a week's leisure and a little money. 
Time and money 1 The former becanse of the latter — money 
hecaase of the time. What drawbacks I And the time for 
being happy, and the means of being so, where are they to be 
obtained? In the Lake Major F 

Write to me, friend ; let me hear about yourself, and love 
me as I do you. 

To Major Adolfhe Pictet, Geneva. 

Puis, October, 1S38. 
Dub Majob, 

Your story* is a little masterpiece. I do not know 
whether it is that nowhere else have I found myself so sharply 
and so affectionately rated, but it aeems to me that nowhere 
else have I been appreciated with so much wisdom or so charm- 
ingly praised. 

Hoffmann himself would not have disowned the poetical 
part of yonr story, and as for its philosophical bearings, he 
could never hare risen so high with so much lucidity and 
true eloqaence. I assure you that no praise ever caused me 
any pleasure in my life. That was not because of my modesty 
(for, thanks to you, I hare just perceived that I am much 
deroid of it), but because of that praise being always either 
fulsome or abominably stupid. For the first time I breathe 

* V'nt Cowrte a Ohamotmia), b; M^or Pictet. 
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that incense to which the gods themselves are said not to be 
indifferent. 

I beliere in the good there is in me, because 70a point it 
out to me patemallj, as it were; aa for my absurdity, it 
amneea and delights me to the ntmoat, becaaae, in yonr pro- 
dactioo, I Bee what I vainly sought for in the world : 
benevolence, jastice, reason, and kindness, walking hand in 
hand. 

Believe me, dear major, I was not by nature so foolish as I 
became by reaction. Had I met, in my youth, with friends 
at the same time enlightened and affectionate, I might have 
done some good; but I only met with foolish or indifferent 
persons, and naturally preferred the former. I know that in 
my place you would have done the same, provided you ever 
could have been, even on the day of your birth, as ignorant 
and credulous as I was at twenty years of age ! 

I was especially strnck by the philosophical remarks which 
wind ap your story. The fifth, ninth, nineteenth, twenty<fifth, 
twenty-ninth, and the last remain and will remain impressed 
open my mind as did, in my childhood, certain verses of the 
Bible or certain maxims of the sages of old. They are all the 
more welcome that they arrive at a time when I am better 
disposed to heed them. I am a little older than two years ago, 
and think I am on the point, or bare Qw will of reeoneiHng 
myself toUh that which is dissimilar to me. 

I do not believe that the nature of my mind will ever 
induce me to take sufficiently to philosophy to assame any 
initiative whatever. Yet I shall, perhaps, succeed in nnder> 
standing several things with which I was unacquainted. 
Provided I be not compelled to work, I am willing to make 
ell sorts of progress. I shall always be wanting the blowpipe 

Diflitizec by Google 



286 Letters of George Sand. 

of analjBis ; but if, instead of diasolring my crystal, the blow- 
pipe directs its flame bo as to light my crystal, the latter will 
always be able to reflect that light like any other. 

That, aofortaDately, is of no aervioe oatside the intelleotoal 
world, and, owing to the fatality of "bnmps," the mountain of 
imagination, by its anteriority of oecapaiion, always towers 
above the hilloehs which reason eodearoars to raise aronnd it; 
I, therefore, ran the risk of acqairing only the dose of practical 
common sense safBcient to enable me to nnderstand that I do 
not possess any common sense at all; bnt is not that even 
something ? 

Were that only to help to preserre me from the self-asser- 
tion which dries up the hearts of my poet confreres, and to 
nnderstand the friendly remonstrances of generous minds I 
That, alone, wonld be a great blessing, would be one sense the 
more, one torture the less. I would scarcely boast of not 
being somewhat tortured by vanity, and I congratulate myself 
upon not having a heart of cryttal and mere patt^ioard 
friends. Yon do not believe this to be the case either, do yon, 
dear major F and yonr blowpipe never pointed out to yon any 
affectation of sentiment in me ? What I admire is that 
yon should know all that I know, whereas I shall never be 
able to obtain more than a glance of that which I clearly 
perceive. 

Thonght is therefore mach snperior to sentiment, since it 
possesses it, and is not possessed by it. It is finet bnt I 
console myself with being at a distance ; for, from within my 
own sphere, I contemplate your star and dream of its marvels 
without detecting any spot on it. You who, thanks to tiie 
glass, can inspect it as yon would your home, may perhaps 
detect therein ravines, precipices, and volcanoes, which per- 
chance spoil it, or at least impede your progress. It is the 
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Bame with music : it procares me infinite delight, which, were 
I a mnsiciaii, would I believe be maoh diminished b/ the 
Ubonr of close application to that science. 

Farewell, good major | I will again write to yon upon that 
snbjeot, for I have still much to tell you about myself; and, 
since you are so kindly disposed, I will not finish Lelia * with- 
out requesting many particulars from yon. I do not know 
whether my handwriting ia legibly even for a man accnstomed 
to Sanscrit. 

Farewell again and a tboosand thanks. It will be very 
good of you to let me bear from you here — 7, Bus Orange- 
Bateliere, where I shall stay another fortnight, and it is possible, 
and even probable, that we shall go to spend the summer in 
Switzerland. My son's health is better, bnt the doctors 
recommend a cool climate for him in the summer and a warm 
one in the winter. We shall soon therefore be in Geneva and 
afterwards in Naples, Tell me in what part of your monn- 
tains, really wild and picturesque, I could go and work; I 
desire a temperate climate for Maurice, and, for myself, 
peasants speaking French, The environs of Geneva do not 
seem to me energeHe enough in their soeuery, and I am 
anxions to avoid the ErtgUth, the people who come to drink 
the waters, tonrista, etc. etc I am always anziona to live 
cheaply, for I have gained two law-sutta, and thus am ruined. 

Your book was brought to me by an unknown person, 
whom I did not see. I was in bed with a feverish cold, just 
like Princess Uranie. I do not know whether the bearer was 
merely a messenger or a friend of yours, I sent him word to 
ooU ^^in, bat I have heard nothing more of him. 

Truly yours. 

* A new and enlarged edition of Lilia, pnbliihed in 1889. 

D.:.t,z.cf, Google 



Letters of George Sand. 



To M. Francois Rolunat, CMteawoux. 

W.««iT.i.« , 8(k IfonA, 183». 

Dub Ptubeb, 

Here I am back in France, after the most aafortnnato 
travelling experience imaginable. At tbe cost of a thooeand 
tronbles and at heavy expense we bad sacceeded in settling 
down at Majorca, a magnificent place, bnt inbospitable to tbs 
ntmoat degrea At tbe end of a month, poor Chopin, who 
had always been coaghing from the time wo left Paris, fell 
more aerionslj' ill, bo that we had to call in on^ two, three 
doctors, each more aeiniae than the others, who went aboat 
the island saying that the patient was in the last stage of con- 
sumption. This oansed great consternation, phthisis being 
extremely rare in those latitudes, and, moreover, considered 
contagioas 1 Added to this were the egotism, tbe cowardioei 
the want of feeling, and the bad faith of the inhabitants. We 
were looked apon as being pestiferons, and, worse, as heathens, 
for we did not attend mass. The landlord of the little cotta^ 
that we bad hired ejected as bmtally, and wanted to bring an 
action agaiost ns in order to compel ns to whitewash his hoas^ 
which he pretended was infected. Had he sncceeded, the 
native jnrispmdenoe wonld have completely skinned ns ! 

We bad to submit to expulsion, contomely, and extortion. 
Kot knowing what to do, for Chopin's state of health did not 
allow of his being taken back to France, we were delighted 
to meet in an old Carthusian convent a Spanish family 
whom political reasons had compelled to seek a hiding-place 
there, and who possessed a tolerably decent snite of peasant 

^ fnrnitnre. The refugees intended to pass over to France; 

cbaoL 
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we, therefore, boaght the famitare for three times its Talae, 
and iQBtalled onrselres in the convent of Taldemosa: a 
poetical name, a poetical abode — charming scenery, grand 
and wild, with the sea bordering on the horizon, formidable 
heights around us, eagles pursuing their prey even into the 
orange groves of oar garden, a path planted with cypresses 
and winding its way from the top of the monntain to the 
bottom of the ravine ; nnder our feet torrents, overhang by 
myrtles and palms. Kothing coald be more magnificent. 

But he was right who laid it down as a principle that 
whenever natare is gorgeoas and beaatifal men are wicked 
and sordid. There we had all the trouble in the world to 
procure the commonest oecessariea of life, though the island 
produces them in profusion ; thanks to the nuparalleled bad 
faith and to the spirit of rapine in the peasantry, who charged 
as about ten times the value of our purchases, so that, under 
pain of starvation, we were entirely at their mercy. We were 
anable to procure servants, because we were not Okriatians; 
and besides, nobody cared to wait upon a consumptive person. 
We, nevertheless, were pretty comfortably lodged. The place 
was incomparably poetical. We scarcely ever met a soul; 
nothing disturbed oar occupations. After waiting for two 
months, and having to pay a duty of 300 francs, Chopin at 
last obtained his piano, and the vaults of the convent cells 
were enlivened by its melody. Maurice visibly improved every 
day in health and strength; as for me, I used to perform the 
duties of a tntor seven hours a day, and a little more con- 
scientiously than Tempete (poor dear girl, I Tievertheless kiss 
her with all my heart). During one-half of the night I worked 
for myself. Chopin composed some of hia masterpieces, and 
■we were in hopes of swallowing our vexations by the aid of 

TOk L tr 
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these compeDsating influences. Bnt; owing to the elerated 
position of the conrent, the climate erentaallj hecame nn- 
bearable. We were living in the midst of clonds, and for 
fiftf days we were unable to descend to the valle;. The roads 
had been changed into torrents, and we could no longer see 
the sun. 

All that would have seemed very well to me if poor 
Chopin could have endured it. It did not afFect Maurice. 
While battering onr rocks the wind and the sea sang in a 
sublime tone. The immense and deserted cloisters were 
cracking overhead. Had I written there that part of Lelia 
which is enacted in a monastery I could have made it better 
and more real. Bat mj poor friend's chest was daily growing 
worse. Fine weather did not return. A chambermaid whom 
I had brought with me from France, and who until then had 
resigned herself, thanks to a large salaryj to do our cooking' 
and keep our rooms tidyj was beginning to consider her work 
too fatiguing. The moment had arrived when, having wielded 
the broom and boiled the saocepan myself, I too must have 
given way to fittigae; tor, besides my tutor's work, my 
literary pursuits, the continuous care demanded by the state 
of my patient, and the mortal anxiety he caused me, I was 
eaten tip with rheumatism. 

In Majorca the use of cbimneys is unknown. By paying 
an exorbitant price we succeeded in getting somebody to bnild 
a grotesque stove for us, a sort of iron caldron which gave 
ns the headache and parched onr chests. In spite of that, tJie 
humidity of the convent was such that our clothing grew 
monldy on our backs. Chopin grew worse daily, and in t^ite 
of all the offers of services which the people made ns in the 
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Spanish fashion, we could not hare found an hospitable house 
in the whole island. We at laat decided to go away, at what- 
ever cost, althongh Chopin had not even strength enough to 
drag himself along. We requested a simple, a first and last 
semce — a conveyance to transport him to Falma, where we 
intended to embark. That Bervice was refused, although our 
frietida all had carriages and a suitable fortune. We were 
obliged to travel three leagues along outlandish paths in a 
birlocho, that is to say, a wheelbarrow I 

Upon reaching Palma, Chopin had a dreadful fit of blood- 
spitting; the next day we embarked on board the only steam- 
boat in the island, and which is ased for the transport of pigs 
to Barcelona. That was our only means of leaving the 
accursed country. We travelled in the company of a hundred 
pigs, whose ceaseless grunting and unbearable stench left 
neither rest nor respirable air for our patient. Chopin arrived 
at Barcelona still spitting blood by basins-f nil, and crawling 
along like a spectre. Thfflre, happily, onr misfortunes began 
to diminish 1 The French Consnl and the Commander of the 
French Naval Station received as with an hospitality and a 
gracionsness quite unknown in Spain. We were taken on 
board a beautiful brig belonging to the fleet. The surgeon, a 
brave and worthy pian, at once came to the assistance of the 
patient, and in twenty-four boors stopped the hemorrhage of 
the long. 

From that time Chopin continued to improve. The Consnl 
had us conveyed in his curiage to the hotel. There Chopin 
rested for a week, at the end of which the same steamboat that 
bad brought ns to Spain took us back ^ain to France. As we 
were leaving our inn at Barcelona, tiie host wanted us to pay 

u 2 
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for the bed in which Chopia had slept, nnder the pretence 
that it was infected and that the police had ordered him to 
bum it t 

Spain is an odious nation I Barcelona ia the ref age o{ all the 
wealthy, fine, and fashionable yonth of the country. They 
come to conceal themselves there behind the fortifications of 
the town, which, indeed, are very strong, and, instead of 
serving their country, spend the days in disporting themselves 
along the promenades, rather than in repelling the Garlists who 
sarronnd the town within cannon range, and extort ransoms 
from the rich, for their conntry seats. Trade here is paying 
taxes to Don Carlos as well as to the Qneen. People here 
have no opinions, and do not possibly even suspect what a 
political conviction is. They are devout, that is, fanatical and 
bigoted, as in the times of the Holy Inquisition. Friendship, 
.-good faith, honour, devotion, sociableness here exist only in 
matne. Oh ! the wretches I how I hate and despise them 1 

We are at last at Marseilles. Chopin bore the sea passa^ 
-veiy well. He ia now, very weak, though infinitely better 
in all respects, and in the hands of Dr. Oaavi^re, an excellent 
man and an excellent doctor, who tends him like a father, 
-and pledges himself for his recovery. We are at length 
breathing freely, but after what trouble and anguish t 

I did not write all this to you before the end of it. I did 
not wish to sadden yon ; I was expecting better days. They 
have come at last. May God grant you a wholly calm and 
hopeful life ! Dear friend, I should not like to learn that you 
have suffered as much as I during our absence. 

Farewell. I clasp yon to my bosom. My affectionate 
greetings to those of your people who love me, and to yon 
good soul of a father. 
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Write to me here to the care of Dr. Caavidre, 7), Bne de 
Home. 

Chopin reqnests me to give yea a hearty shake of the 
hand for him. Maarice and 8olange kJes yon. They are hoth 
in wonderfal health. Maurice is qaite cured. 



To Madame Maruani, Paris. 

KoHAHT, Sri JutM^ 1839. 

Yes, dear friend, I am at home, truly delighted to be 
at last able to rest for once from that life of hotels and 
packings up, which I have dragged through along the high- 
ways and across the sea. We arrived here safely, and Maurice 
quite astonished the Berry folk by the change that had taken 
place in his appearanca He looks almost a man now, and 1 
believe him to be now fully launched on the ocean of life. My 
poor children are so happy in Uie country that it tmly delights 
me to see them. 

By-the-bye, dear friend, what do yon mean by efforts to be 
made and standard to be raised ? My conviction is that 
neither men nor women are ripe enoagh to proclaim a new 
law. The only complete expression of the. progress of our 
century is without doubt in the Bncyclopedte, M. de La- 
mennais is a doughty champion, who stru^les on in the mean- 
time by means of grand sentiments and generous ideas, in 
order to open a path for that body of ideas which cannot yet 
be diffused, since it is not yet completely formulated. Before 
the disciples can preach, it is necessary that the masters sboold 
have completed their teaching. Otherwise, those scattered and 
undisciplined efforts could only retard the good results of the 
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doctrine. As for me, I cannot go quicker than those from 
whom I expect enlightenment. My conscience can eren bat 
slowly embrace their belief; for, much to my shame I confess, 
np to the present I hare been scarcely anything bnt an artigte, 
and I am still, in many respects, and in spite of myself, bat a 
big child. 

Hare patience, deaf great sonl. Calm yoar ardent spirit, 
or at least nourish it with hope and confidence. Better days 
will come. It is already a consolation to foresee them, and to 
have faith in their advent. 

In the midst of all this, owing to the receipt of yoar letter, 
yesterday was for me bat a day of tears. Gaabert's * death 
does not affect me because of him. Like me, he firmly 
believed in an existence better than the present. He deserved 
and now possesses it. Bat I wept for my own sake over the 
long separation which has now taken place between ns. It is 
80 naeful for the sonl and so beneficiaJ for the heart to live 
nsder the eegis of tme friends I And he was one of the trnest, 
one of those whom I most esteemed, and apon whom I coald 
most rely. I shall meet him again ; that thoogbt sostains me. 
Xjaet night I fell asleep all in tears, talking with him as in- 
timately as thongh he had been present. 

Ton will oome to see me, will yoa not, dear ? The weather 
will be so fine at Nohant. Oar northern provinces are so 
tmly beaatifal, after seeing that dnsty and barren Provence, 
that I now fancy myself living in an Eden, and invite yon to 
it as though yon would feel as enchanted therewith as I am. 
But, at heart, I know well that yoa will only come for my 
sake, and to live with a being who loves you, and who, among 
women, completely esteems and loves but yon. I shall, per^ 



* Dr. Gftubert, sen. 
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baps, offend yon, for 70a believe in tbe grandear of women, 
and regard them as better than men. That is not my opinion. 
Having been degraded, it is impossible that they should not 
have acqaired the manners of slaves ; and it will require more 
time to reclaim them than men will need to reclaim themselves. 
When I think of it, I too have the spleen ; bat I do not wish 
to live too much in the present. Pending the time when we 
shall all become one family, God has enrronnded us by partial 
families, still very imperfect and ill-organised, but with such 
genial qualities as give ns all the necessary courage for waiting 
and hoping. Let ns, therefore, not permit onraelves to be 
cast down by the general state of evil. Do wa not possess 
profonnd, reliable, and lasting affections f Shall we not find 
in them the strength necessary to bear up against the follies 
and weaknesses of mankind ? You possess your Manoel,* the 
man yon love beyond all others, and who loves yon with all 
the ardour of a first love. Do not, therefore, complain too 
much. He is an admirable creature ; the more I have soen of 
him the more I have understood how much yon mast cherish 
one another, and the charming gaiety which preserves yon 
from all vexation does not proceed, as yon sometimes pretend, 
from natural Ught-heartedness. On the contrary, I believe 
that yoora is a very serious mind, but yon possess in yonr 
home a fund of unalterable bliss, and that is, in many respects, 
the secret of your great philosophy. 

Good-bye, my dear; write to me often. Always love me. 
Do not scold Emmanuel f for never writing to me. Tenderly 
also kiss your kind Manoel for me, and speak of me to all our 
true friends. 

I send yoQ a letter for Gaubert's brother; be good enough 
to forward it to him. 

* The hnsbaad of Madame MarlianL t Emmuinel Arago. 

ioogic 



296 Letters of George Sand. 

To M. Calamatta, Brussels, 

Fams, lit May, 1840. 
Dkab Oarabiacai, 

I have been hissed and booted down as I expected. 
Erery word liked and approved of by 70a and my friends 
provoked roars of laugbter and storms of indigoatioD. The 
whole audience denoanced the play* as immoral, and it is 
not certain that the Government will not prohibit it. The 
actors, disconcerted by sacb a reception, lost their beads and 
played very badly. The piece was, nevertheless, played to the 
last, much attacked on one band, mnch defended on the other, 
mncb applauded and mnch hissed. I am well satisfied with 
the reenlt, and will not alter a single word for tho enbseqneni 
representations. 

I was there, very qniet and even quite cbeerfnl; for 
tbongh people say and believe that an author must feel over- 
powered with apprehension and agitation, I did not experience 
any snch feelings, and the incident seems very absurd to me. 
The only sad side of it is the observing how coarse and corrupt 
public taste has grown to be. I never thought that my piece 
was fine; but I will always persist in believing that it is 
thoroughly moral, and that the sentiments developed therein 
are pare and delicate. I bear philosophically with contradic- 
tion ; I have long understood the times we live in and the 
people with whom we have to deal. Let them talk; we 
should have nothing more to do were they not as they are. 

Do not regret that little unpleasantness. I had foreseen 

* Cotima, a drania. 
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it, yoa know, and w&s as calm and reaotate on the ere aa I 
now am on the morrow. 

If they do not forbid my ptiiyi my impression is that it 
will erentaally sncceed and command attention. If not, I 
Bball have done my dnty, and will again say what, in some 
form, I shall say all my life. Come back to ns soon, I mias 
yoa as thoagh yoa were some essential part of my life. 
Yonra in heart, 

Geosge. 



To Mavricb Sand, Guillery, near N&ac. 

Fabu, 2(»ft Btpteynher, 184a 
MtBot, 

I received your second letter from Gaillery. I am 
happy to learn that you are well and enjoying yourself. Be 
carefal with yonr little pony ; bear in mind that yoa are 
not yet a famous horseman, and do not gallop too recklessly 
on the sands. There are here and there roots of trees hidden 
by the sand, and against which horses sometimes come in 
contact with their feet. Then the best horse may fall, 
throwing the rider orer his bead, as happened with £mmannel, 
who tnmed sach a risky somersanlt under your own eyes. 
That is jnst how my poor father was killed. Of coarse I 
know that if people always thought of the accidents that 
might happen they would never do anything, and would bs 
only stapid poltroons. But there is a certain degree of 
prudence and common sense which is not incompatible with 
boldness and pleasure. Yon are acquainted with my ideas 
on this point. I am very brave and never meet with any 
harm ; it is simply a matter of habit. All this is merely to 
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urge you to keep joor horse well in haod, and not to throw 
yourself forward when galloping. The weight of the rider's 
body, when thrown back, girea strength to the hocks and 
directe the horse's attention to them, at the same time giving 
freedom to the horse's sboolders. In fact, as s&ys that 
admirable Mr. Gfinot, we most mvltipVy the points of contact. 

We still go to the riding school, Solange and I ; and 
Calamatta, who has just retomed, made a dashing reappear- 
ance there on that pretty chestnut which yon have sometimes 
ridden. I, from time to time, monnt Silvio, the big horse 
which, pardon me for mentioning it, indulged one day in 
some strange aounda when M. Latiy * was sparring him. He 
is as silly as a goose and as tough as a dog; hot he answers 
the spar pretty well and shows plenty of strength and dash. 
I like him pretty well, althoagh he chafed my leg a little. 
There is now at the riding school a regular darling of a 
horse, light, ardent, always pranciog, bat never kicking. 
He is my passion, and M. Latry says that I show him off 
to advantage. Solange does not yet dare to mount him, 
bat that time will come. She does her best on LSgSre and 
Diavolo. 

Enoagh of horses ; bat, before leaving the animal kingdom, 
I will tell you that our friend Key has uttered s new word, 
better than beat or plantureux; it is grelu.f What that word 
may mean I will not try to teach yoa ; for when people talk 
like a hook, they do not stand in need of being understood- 
Bey greatly amuses Rollinat, who wakes np at night, so he 
says, to laugh at the thought of what he has said. Emulation 



* A riding master. 

t A patoit word, signifying poor, nuBeiable, of little worth ; poasiblf 
derived from greti (bulatmok). 
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alBO iDspirea Rollinat with witticisms. He lias discovered a 
new species of giraffe {cameUopard girafi^ and many other 
straoge things. So, yoa see, he still cnltirates a floweiy Bt;le 
and f oll'blowii metaphor I (metaphore plantureuae). 

The day before yesterday we bad Balzac to dinner. He is 
quite mad. He bos discovered the blue rose, for which the 
horticnltnral societies of London and Belginm offer 500,000 
francs reward (so he says, aaya he). He will, besides, sell the 
seeds at five francs each, and for that great botanical prodoc- 
tion be will only have to spend fifty centimes. Thereapon, 
BoUinat naively remarked : 

" Well, why do yon not set aboat it at once 7 " 

To which Balzac replied : 

" Ob, becaose I have so many other things to do I bat Z 
will see to it one of these days." 

We went to see La ileduae, aboat which Delacroix said so 
mnoh to as; it is indeed a fine melodrama. The scenery and 
the setting of the last two acts are snperb. The raft scene 
prodaces a complete illusion, and even reminds one of 
G^caolt's masterpiece in an astonishing degree. I hope that 
the play will be still nmniag when yon retnrn. That is idl we 
have seen since my last letter. I spend all my nights on the 
Tour de France,* which is nearly completed. 

Good night, my Boali.t We are now in l^e midst of a 
terriUe storm, and yon do not hear it ; for yon, no donbt, 
snore loader than the storm itself. Farewell; a thonaaod 
kisses. Write to me. 



* Lb Oom^agnon du Tour da Franee, one of George Sand's works, 
t Uanrioe Sand's pet namo. 
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To M. l'Abb£ de Lamennais, Sainte-P/lagu.* 

Pahis, February, 1841. 

That for whioli I am above all thioga anxioas, sir, is 
that 70a should not believe that a silly woonded vanity could 
ever canse me to abjure the Bentiments of afFectioo and respect 
which I entertaia for yon. Even hod I certainty that yoa 
intended addressing an incisive letter to me from the depth 
of year prison, as everywhere people have given me to niid«^ 
stand, I shonld have accepted it, not withoat grief, but at least 
witboat bitterness. 

Oar poor friend Gaobert t most have told yoa so, and I 
am sore that in your heart yon never doabted it. I believe, 
I persist in believing, that I am mnch misrepresented to yoo, 
and had people attribated to me such words or snch thonghts, 
the latter would have closed your soul against all esteem for 
and all confidence in those who do not wear a heard on the 
chin. 

I am aware that there are aroand yon people who seise 
every opportunity of calamniating me with a fary which 
grieves without irritating, because gratuitons hatred seems to 
me related to hypochondria and almost to dementia. There is 
sometimes in the most "foolish declamations" a certain 
cleverness (that is precisely the characteristic of the malady 
called hatred), which imposes npon the most noble sools and 
the strongest minds. I never could consider as a cowardly 
and wicked action the sort of anathema, hurled by yon against 
onr sex without exception. 

* A prison in Paris for poUticBl offeoden. f Dr. Ganb^t, jnn. 
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I scarcely dars to repeat the ezpresaiona that 70a employ 
in yonr generous iodigiiation, when I consider that it is yon 
who are taken to task; yon, sir, who are the object of a 
religions veneration on my part and on that of all who sorroand 
me. Had I thns jndged yonr eeverit;, I should nerer hare 
needed the explanation which yoa are good enongh to give 
me ; tor I shonid nerer have had the slightest donbt as to yonr 
intentions. 

I merely feared, I repeat, one of those impnlses of paternal 
wrath which yon feel when suspecting justice and trath to be 
misunderstood, and which, thanks to God, and happily for onr 
own time, you cannot repress. Best assured that, had such 
been yonr inspiration, althoogh I did not consider myself 
corrected with justice and discrimination, I ehoold, in certain 
respects, have respected your thought and your intention as I 
do all that proceed from you. 

I say in certain reepecta, for, as regards the deficiency of 
logic and argnmentation with which yon twit us, I can swear, 
by the affection I (eel for yon, that, as far as I am concerned, 
I heartily and cheerfully acknowledge that yon are tmly in 
the right. Yonr rebuke might bare hurt me, had I had the 
pretension of being that which I am not, and I confess that I 
never conld understand how people could find their happi- 
ness and dignity in the assumption of a part not natural to 
them. 

Granting this (and yon know my sincerity in that respect), 
I will dare to say to yon that I am not quite convinced of the 
inferiority of women, even in that respect. Shall I say that I 
ever met with women capable of listening to you, of following 
and grasping yonr reasoning for hours together? I hare not 
the right to say so ; that would be attributing to myself the 
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competency- of Bnch a jadgment; bat I inBtinctively and 
ooDScientiousIy beliere it. It is tnie that sncli women kaTe 
always lived like flowers in the shade, and never broaght &ny 
petition before the Chamber. 

Bo yoQ not, sir, think me to-day mach imbued with the 
esprit de corps ? That is qnite disinterested on m; part, for I 
have never serioosly examined mj intellect, and never was 
serionslj moved but by sentiment. Besides, I have suffered 
mncb more from the absurdity and malice of women than from 
that of men. 

Snt I have always attributed that de facto inferiority of 
' women, which generally exists, to the inferiority which men 
seek to establish for ever in principle in order to abase the 
weakness, the ignorance, the sanity, in short, all the defects 
which onr education oaoses in as. Half rehabilitated by 
Christian philosophy, we still stand in need of farther 
rehabilitation. 

As we reckon you among oar saints, as you are the father 
of onr new Cbarcb, we are all distressed and disheartened 
when, instead of blessing us and raising onr intellect, yoo. 
rather drily, say to us ; " Keep baok, my good girls, you are 
all regular simpletons I " 

I reply for my sisters : " That ia the truth, master ; but 
teach OS how to be no longer simpletons I " 

The means does not reside in telling ns that the evil 
proceeds from oar nature, but in showing as that it is the 
result of the manner in which yonr sex has governed us up to 
t^e present. If we entreat Qod to give ns intelligence. He 
perhaps will accede to our request, wiUiout, for that matter, 
giving as a beard, and you will then be greatJy mortified in 
torn. 
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I need mDch courage, sir, in order to jote with you, while 
m7 heart bleeds at the idea oE the sufferings which 70a endure 
in yonr prison. IE I dare to do so, it is because I know your 
analterable serenity, that fund of gaiety which you possess, 
and which ia, in my eyes, the most admirable proof of your 
benevolence and candour. 

Ton wished to undergo that ordeal ; that is an excess of 
kindness on your part towards so light and cold a generation. 
Whilst admiring yoa, I cannot commend you for risking your 
health and life for that race which is not worthy of yoa. But 
God will not be the accomplice of your jailers, and, in spite of 
yourself. He will restore yoo to our derotion and respectful 
affection. 

GioEQx Sand, 



To M. Charles Duvernbt, La CMtre. 

Pahs, 271& St^ieaAer, 1841. 

I had intended writing to yon for some few days, but 
have been tired ont during the last fortnight. In oar next 
number * yoo will see that I have been very busy. When I 
have been scribbling for ten days together, I have to devote 
four or five days to the correction of the proofs. Then I have 
my correspondence for the said .Sevue and my private affairs, 
which are always behind, and require another week. You see 
how many days there are before me this month, to think about 
what I am going to say in the next number. Happily, I have 
sot to seek for ideaa : th^ are clearly defined in my brtun. I 
have no more doabta to contend with; they vanished like 

* The fimriM Jnd^MndonJtf, for whioh Gborge Sand oaed to write. 
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Dierfl clouds before the light of conviction : I oo longer need to 
question my sentiments ; they speak load from the bottom of 
my heart, and impose silence apon every hesitation, every 
literary vanity, every fear ot ridicule. 

Such has been, for me, the use of philosophy, and of a 
certain philosophy, the only one intelligible for me, becanse it 
is the only one that is as complete as the human soul in the 
days we have come to, I do not say that that ia the last word 
of mankind; but, up to the present, it ia its most advanced 
expression. 

Yet you still inqaire what is the use of philosophy, and 
scorn as nselecs and dangerous subtleties the knowledge of 
truth sought by all men since mankind first existed, and torn 
off as it were, piece by piece, layer by layer, from the depths 
of the obscure mine, by the best and most intelligent men of 
all times. You treat rather lightly the work of Moses, 
of Jesus Christ, of Plato, of Aristotle, of Zoroaster, of 
Pythagoras, of Bossnet, of Montesquien, of Luther, of 
Voltaire, of Pascal, of Jean Jacques Rousseau, etc., eta, etc. I 
tJoaccustomed as you are to philosophical formnlss, yon dis- 
parage all those great men. You find, in your kind heart and 
generous soul, fibres which answer all those formulas, and yoo 
greatly wonder why people take the trouble of reading, in a 
rather profound language, the doctrine which legitimates, 
explains, consecrates, sanctifies, and sums up all there is in 
you of benevolence and acquired or natural truths. The work 
of philosophy never was and never will be anytbing else but 
the pnrest and loftiest summing up of whatever truth, kind- 
ness, and strength are diffused among men at the time of the 
philosopher's investigations. Let an idea of progress, a 
superiority of views, and a mighty impulse of love and faitb 
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dominate that work of iiiTestigation, and, as it were, of moral 
and intellectnal Btatistics of tlie riches previoasly as well as 
coatemporaneonsly acquired by zaoa, and there is philosophy. 
The botchers of jonrnalism, who apparently expect to be 
amaaed by slmanack prophecies, exclftim : " Yoa are not 
telliog ns anything new/* Good people like you say : " We 
are as learned as yoo 1 " So mach the better ; giro ns tbea 
a thousand, or only a handred people like yon, and we will 
regenerate the world. But since, hitherto, people scarcely 
ever did as the pleasure to tell na that we were insistiug too 
much on well-known and accepted traths; since, on the 
contrary, we hear from all directions the following words, 
"Wa are quite aware that Jesits, Rousseau, and Company 
preached charity and fraternity ; we hare spoken about it, and 
do not know why yoa still mention things which nobody cares 
for and which we do not want 1 " since that language is held to 
ns not only by the nobles, the priests, and the bourgeois, bat 
by certain Uepablican oi^ans, at the head of which is the- 
National,* we are fully justified in thinking that ours is not 
BO narrow an nndertaking as it seems to be, nor so easy as 
it appears to you, or so useless as the National affects to 
believe. Certain other classes do not think so, and fail to 
perceive that the^ld fraternity which we preach, and the 
young equality which we endeavour to make possible, aa soon 
as we ean, are trifling truths, accepted, triumphant, and about 
which it is idle to preoccopy oneself. Those classes, auxiotts 
and dissatisfied, believe, on the contrary, that our old truths 
sever enlisted the attention of those who could not foresee 
that any persona] advantage to them was likely to accrue from 

* An important Liberal newspaper under the reign of Lonis Philippe. 
VOL. L X 
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their application ; that, I beliere, ia ratlier Ulostrated hj the 
ioetitntiona made in favonr of the hourgeome. 

If, therefore, convinced as ;oa are that the masses are all 
initiated with the why, therefore, and therefore of the past 
and fntore, do pray join in onr labonrs, and yoo will soon 
perceive that np to the present 70a have never known the masses. 
Yon will see them fall of ardour and anxiety, and mostly 
animated with those kind and grand sentiments without which 
neither Leronx, nor yonraelf, nor I would have them (since 
nothing is isolated in the moral order of mankind, as in the 
physical). Bnt yon will also notice enormons obstacles, cul- 
pable resistance, obstinate and aelfish interests, and an 
inconceivable vagnenesa of thonght and belief, which, in those 
masses, dominates them all ; dreadful uncertainly, a thousand 
whims, a thousand contrary dreams ; the honest among them 
wishing for good, bat scarcely three men in a million agreeing 
upon the same point, because if, as you tmly remark, the 
instinct of truth and justice is to be met with everywhere, 
nowhere has that instinct reached the state of hnawledga and 
certainty. And how could that be possible when hiatoiy 
presents a chaos where all men hitherto have lost tbemaelves 
before finding the profoundly political, philosophical, and 
religious notion of indefinite progress? a notion which all 
minds of any importance in our century have at last adopted 
without restriction, even those whose present interests are 
affected by the notion. 

Numerous and admirable researches, conclnsions proceed- 
ing from several points of view opposed in appearancei, bnt 
agreeing as to the main object, inculcated the human sonl 
with that notion, and you received it almost at your birth, 
without inquiring, ungrateful child, what divine mother 
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imparted to yoa that new life, wbich yoar fathers did not 
share, and whicli yoa will bequeath larger and more 
complete to your children when yon have born© it within you 
and animated it, as it were, by your own essence. That 
mother of mankind, which good people onght to cherish and 
regard with reverence, is religions philosophy. Tet yon call it 
the ^on« onnor um, instead of confessing that, without it,withoat 
that enlightenment gradually imparted to yon from day to 
day, you wonid be savages. 

I will put to yon a qaestion to which there is no reply. 
Why are you not a coarse and coreteous landed proprietor, 
harsh to the poor, deaf to all ideas of progress, fnrions against 
the morement of eqoality which is taking place among men ? 
And yet yon are the reverse of such a man. What made yon 
as you are ? What tanght yon, from childhood, that selfish' 
nesB ia hateful, and that a noble thought, a grand impulse of the 
heart, does more good to yourself and to others than money 
and material prosperity ? Is it the rerolutionary idea diffused 
in France since '93 ? No, unless it have been in an indirect 
way ; for we scarcely understood, when children, that rero- 
Intion which inspired so much horror in some, so mnch regret 
in others. What then detached our young sonls from egotism, 
rather preached and deified, it must be admitted, in all our 
families T Was it not simply the Christian idea, that is, 
the distant reflection of an antique philosophy having, like all 
pretty profonud philosophies, reached the state of a religion F 
And when, afterwards, we became insargents and rioters 
{emeutiera et bouamgots) in heart, if not in deed, what was 
Di^ng in ns the desire for those struggles and the necessity 
of those emotions f Was it ambition, as has been said oE 
the Bepublioans of those days 7 

X 2 
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We did not eren know what &mbitioD was ; it was the rero- 
Intionaiy idea of '93 which was aronsed in ns at an age when 
people read the philosophy of the eighteenth centniy, and 
when they begin to get passionately excited in faroor of that 
en of application, incomplete and banefnl in many respects, 
bat grand and holy in its results, which leads from Jeui 
JacqaeB to Bobespierre. 

And, to-day, why are we stilt agitated by want of action 
and fanatical zeal, withoat knowing how to seize onr task and 
begio it, and with whom shonld we nnite onr efforts, Dpon 
whom are we to rely F For, indeed, do we know all this, have 
we known it, within the last ten years ? Had we known it 
we should Dot be where we are now. Well, then, that whii& 
always makes as so ardent for a moral rerolotion in bamanity 
is the religioos and philosophical sentiment of equality, the 
sentiment of a divine law, misanderstood ever since men hare 
existed, recognised at last and conqaered in principle bat still 
obscure, half plunged into the Styx, denied sad rejected by 
°^ " nobles, the priests, the sovereign, the tour^eotne, and even 
c®'^**^Vi«rraf«! hwxrgeoisle itself I The JTaitOTwI / We are weH 
presents ^ ^jth its thought, better than you are, and I could 
before fin amiling, I confess, at the Jesuiiixm which good big 
reugioaa %ade use of in his letter in order to force you back 
minds of aj^t; semi-doping, semi-duped, trying to cheat others 
without regaean in politics, bat not in money matters) in order 
affected bj himself for being thoroughly cheated I 

Nam^nclude, my boy, I will therefore ask yon, yoa with 
ing fromj^t \ am thoroughly acqaainted, you whom I know to 
agreeinpQTnanftc as myself respecting those ideas of equality 
with tVere too long believed only fit for Don Quixote, hot 
withoutare now beginning to bo acknowledged as fit for all. 



\ 
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boir did yoa become a profound and siocere partisan of 
equality T 

Waa it the doctrines of tlie JTafwrnaZ that made yon so P 
Bat it does nob possess any. It never had any doctrine, even 
in the days of Carrel,* who was far superior to its whole staff. 
It only gives vent to its thoughts in order to say, from time to 
time, that equality, as yoa and I andarstand it, ia impossible, 
if not abominable. Dupoty, that unfortunate victim of an 
odious coup dUtat of the House of Peers, was an aristocrat, 
and QBod to blash at the partisans with whom they declared 
him to be associated. He did not even possess the merit of 
being guilty of sympathy for those poor fools of Communism 
who may be blamed in private, and whom the Haiional 
iosalted and branded, even under the knife of the peers I a 
cowardly act, inasmuch as if Communism had made a revolu- 
tion— that is to say, when it has made one, and that will nn- 
fortnnately be too soon — the Haiional will cringe at its feet ; 
jnst like Carrel himself, who, on the 26th of July, spoke of the 
revolution as being but a "squalid riot," and on the Ist of 
August was talking about it in very different language. Do 
yon doubt what I say here f You will see I Remember only 
this : we are progressiug fast, very fast, and there is no time 
to lose, not a day, not an hoar, to tell the people what we 
have to tell them. 

That ia to the point. Michel, who is nndoubtedly the 
most intelligent man of that party of the Tfational, the 
MaUgaayi' and yourself (who, thank God \ belong to that 
party only because yoa failed to find one expressing the 

* Arnumd Oarrel. 

« of Jules N^raud, oae of Oeorge Sand's friead& 
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sapiretions of yoar heart), yoD Bay : " Let as make a revola- 
tioD, and then we shall see." 

We oarselves Baj : " Let as make a rOTolntioa ; bat leb 
ns see at once what we shall have to see afterwards." 

The^Waftonal says : " Those people are mad, they wish for 
institntiona. They ! sectarians, philosophers, dreamers 1 their 
institutions will be devoid of common sense." 

We say : " Those men are hUnd, they wish to roase th» 
people in favour of already obsolete institntiona, scarcely 
modified, and in no wise suited to the wants and ideas of the 
people, whom they do not know, and who do not know thenk 
any better." 

The National says : ** Look at their fine institutions I Ah, 
they talk about philosophy I What do they want to do with 
their philosophy? Jean Jacqnes told as all about it; 
Robespierre tried to apply it. We will continue the work o£ 
Rousseau and of Robespierre." 

We say : " You have neither read Rousseau nor understood 
Robespierre, and that because yon are not philosophers ; 
whereas Ronsseao and Robespierre were both philosophers. 
Too will not be able to apply their doctrine, because yoa know 
neither what the one meant to eay nor what the other meant 
to da With war abroad and strength at hom^ yon believe 
yourselves able to give glory to France and to your party. 
The people do not want glory, they want happiness and virtue. 
If these can only be had at the coat of a war they will wage 
it, and will perhaps take you as leaders, if yon show yoor* 
selves capable of fighting any other than the very insignificant 
battle of pens; but, whilst waging war, France will have 
JnstitutionB, and such you cannot give her, yon are incapable. 
Your ignorance, your inconsistency, your violence, and yoar 
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by are obvioosly mftoifeet in every line yon write, even 
respect to the least important matters. Who, then, will 

.e those laws ? A Messiah f We do not believe in him. 

'ealers f We have not seen any. We P We do not read 
ihe fntar^ and do not know what material form human 
thought will bare to take at any given moment. Who then, 
I ask again, will make those laws 7 We all, the people first ; 
we and yon into the bargain. When the moment oomea it 
will inspire the masses." 

Yea, we say again, the massea will be inspired. Bat ander 
what conditions ? Under those of being enlightened. En- 
lightened in what respect ? In all respects : trath, jastice, 
religions ideas, eqoality, liberty, and fraternity ; in short, theiT 
nghta and dutie». 

Enter upon the discussion here, if yon like ; we will listen 
to yOD. Tell ns where right ends, where daty begins; tell ns 
what sort of liberty that of the indiridoal will be, what sort of 
authority will be wielded by society. What will be its policy ? 
what the condition of the family J what the distribution of 
labour and wages f what the condition of proprietorship f 
DisonsB, examine, lay down, elucidate, bring forth all the 
prinoiples, proclaim yoor doctrine and faith with regard to all 
those points. If yon possess truth, we will go on our knees 
before you. If yon do not, though sincerely seeking for it, 
we will esteem you, and only contradict yon with the defer- 
ence due to brothers. 

But iiLdeed, instead of seeking for those disoassions, of 
which the masses bold perhaps some vague solutions (which 
only await a well-ennnoiated problem to clearly manifest 
themselves), instead of daily telling the people the profound 
thiugs which should cause them to consider their condition, 
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and potnticg oat to them the principles whence they should 
derive their institntioas, 70a confine youraelTes to va^e 
formulse which motoally contradict themselves, and respecting 
which yon are as reticent as the magi or oraclea of old. Ton 
confine yourselves to a strife^ at once acrimoniona, in bad 
taste and devoid of wit, and reject all profonnd discnssion 
with certain men and respecting certain things. It is possible 
that a joarnal of snch a character as yoois may be necessary 
in order to arouse somewhat the wrath of the malcontents 
and to strike terror into the souls of the rulers, but it is only 
a coarse instrument. Let it act then. We appreciate it as 
we ought, and reserve ourselves in order not to shake one 
of the forces of the Opposition, which has none to spare; 
but, in our eyes, as in the eyes of the people, it is but a blind 
force; and, when those who bring that machine, that shape- 
less catapult into play, fancy they represent both the people 
and the army, we send them back to their elephants and to 
their timber, like regular mechanics, which they are. To this 
you reply : "A paper which appears daily, and is exposed to 
all the rigour of the laws of September,* cannot, like a 
voluminous philosophical treatise, go to the bottom of things. 
The opposition at every instant can only be a contest of 
facts " («»e guerre de fait a fait). 

Very good ; but if yon are capable men — the future repre- 
sentatives of France, as you pretend — why do you not canso 
that necessary bat gross opposition to be made by yonr do- 
mestics? If you only trust to your activity, to your courage and 
your disinterestedness (we grant that yon possess these three 
things, and that is a good deal), well I act, bat do not deny 

* The laws of September, reatriotiug the freedom of the PresA. 
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that ft more aerions and mora peiietratmg criticism may be 
made, a criticism going to the very heart of things which yon 
barely tonob upon. Do not deny that political doctrine mast 
be discussed and snpported on the bases indispensable to every 
society — nnity of belief. Instead of railing at and rejecting 
fandamental ideas, encourage them, disclose your own, if yoa 
have any, as yon say; anite at least in heart with those who 
wish to bnild the temple — yon who only construct the road 
thereto. 

Well, now, in place of that, instead of regarding them as 
your brothers, you rail at them, insult them, yon feign to 
despise them, and to know better than they that which 
you do not eren understand ! Ah, well I it is of little consa- 
qaence to ns, and we shall not be the first to break the frigid 
silence now existing on either side. But when yon lack this 
prudence you will perhaps find some one who can talk to yoa. 
Meanwhile, yoa are very mean ; for we attack your doctrines, 
we take your master Carrel to task, we questioned your 
thoughts for ten years, and not one of you had a word in 
reply. This pretended disdain on the part of such mighty 
people as yon is truly comical, and cannot offend us ; bat 
it gives reason for believing that yoa are great hypocrites 
and personally very ambitions, yon who take so much umbrage 
at that which you call our tAyrn'petitvin ; yon who inform 
against the other Opposition journals whose t^mfpeiiiUm you 
fear, for not having paid the stamp duties ; you who only lire 
by hatred, pettiness, envy, and false pride. We know you 
thoroughly, and, if we do not inform against yoa to the public, 
it is because you are not strong enough to do much mischief, 
and beoaose there is plenty to do jost now besides troubling 
about yon. 



5c by Google 



314 Letters of George Sand, 

Thia ontbnrst, my dear boy, vill make yoa beliera that 
there is latent in our Jiearts a fierce war against the JVoftonoI 
and its learned coioZ. I can gire yoa my word of honour Uiat, 
Bince I left yoa, this is the first time I have spoken of it. 
Living in the seclosion of my stady, and only seeing Leroa^ 
who likewise works in his own comer, bat for a few moments 
at the office to arrange with Viardot abont onr contribations, 
and to write a few letters concerning the office worii connected 
with the joarnal, we only hear of the ill-will and petty ways of 
the SatvmaX to Isagh slightly at the >mpu<2enM with which, 
starting with three sabscribars, and only possessed of three 
editors (oar three selves), exposed to the insults and the faiy 
of the whole newspaper press, we laanched forth on the open 
sea without any concern abont the morrow. We feel so 
strong in oar convictioos that, even though nobody should 
listen to ns, aa it is here a qnestion neither of money nor glory, 
we ehoald feel certain of having done oar duty, obeyed an 
internal impulse which urges ns, and left some truths written 
down which, one day, will pat men on the way to farther 
truths. 

Fatting everything at the worst, that is the worst that 
ooald happen to us, and it is quite good enongh to furoiah 
OS with courage. Therefore I feel more plucky than I 
ever did at any other period of my life, and I experience a 
oalm that will not, I promise yon, be altered by the vioIeiU 
decZotnotion I have jnst written against your SaiwwiX, 
Why should I restrain myself with you when I feel in- 
clined to carse a Kttle? T^iat relieves me, and only 
proves with what ardour I would lay my hands on your 
heart in order to dispute with the devil himself over its 
possession. When, in the streets or in the drawing-room 
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of Madame Marliani, where I visib once a week, I per- 
cbaace overhear some heresy againBt my faith, or Bome 
goasiping ^;aiast oar perBons, I do not, for all that, miss a 
Btitob, for at each moments I hem pocket-handkerchiefs, and I 
shall not oompromise myself by what I may say to persons 
who are indifferent to me ; to aach we mtut speak through the 
press ; if they should not listen, what does it matter ? Bat, 
since I can dispose of a nigbt, which may not be the case 
again for two or three months, I hare taken advantage of it to 
chat with yon, and to tell yoa that you are devoid of commoni 
sense when yoa say : " I am a man of action ; what is the ase 
of wasting time in reflections F " 

It is a gross error to believe that some are pnrely men of 
action, and some purely men of reflection. Who was more 
a man of action than Napoleon I if he had not reflected well 
and profoundly on the eve of every battle, he would not have 
gained so many. It is trae that he reflected more quickly 
than we, but because of that he reflected all the more. What is 
an action without reflection, without prior meditation \ There 
is a proverb which says : " Where are dogs going ? " (Ou voni 
lea ehiene ?) And you know that people have written and 
discussed with amusing gravity as to whether dogs, as they 
walk straight ahead, to the right, or to the left, with that 
seriona and busy air which distinguishes them, have any 
ol^ect, any idea, or if they move without purpose. 

It is certain that even the most stupid animals, even 
polypuses, do not act without aa object. How could man 
have any action whatever without will, and will without 
thought, and thought without sentiment, and sentiment 
without reflection, and consequently action, without the play 
of all his faculties f The more yoa pose as a man of action, 
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the more yoa will affirm tliat reflection occnpiea a great pui 
of your ezistenoe ; unless joa be a madman, or ths blind ia- 
stramenb of a party that dictates withoat explaining and 
oommanda without conTincing. No, that is not so; no party 
la these days has any sach blind instrnment, and yoa are the 
last man I knoifr to be sncb. 

Aot, then, as yoa wish in the sphere of present activity, 
to which what is called Bepnblioan opinion attracts yoa. Yoa 
will not take a step withont doubt and examination on yoor 
part. Therefore do not fear to read philosophical works. Yoa 
will see that they aiagularly abridge irresolatiou. When good 
and penetrating, they become like the maltiplioation table, 
learned by heart. There is no longer any need to reckon with 
one's fingers; the slow calculations of experience become 
Dselesa. They hare been acquired by the memory, engrared 
on the brain, and hare been absorbed by the faculty of con* 
closion. There is not a single man, however little strong or 
complete, bowerer little capable of quick and wise deciaiou, 
of controlling for a moment his indiridoality, on the threahold 
of whose brain, as says the great Diderot, does not stand that 
ready anmi Minerva. 

All this 13 to let yoa know that yoa make me write a letter 
quite Qseless for your instruction, since in readiog more 
attentively, and twice rather than once, Leronz's excellent and 
admirable articles in our JSevue, yoa wonld have found the 
very reply to the why yon put to me. 

Besides which, if you had examined your own reflections 
with complete ingenuoaaness, yon would have proved yourself 
far greater (capable as you are of penetrating the profanditiea 
of troth) than you believe yourself to be when saying : " I 
am only a man of action." A man of action ; socb is Jacqnea 
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Cherami, who carries a letter withoat kaowingf what it is 
abont or for whom it ia intended ; come, don't lessen yourself 
by a comparison like that. You have dreamed and felt mach ; 
yoD told me, during the time I recently spent with yon, thiaga 
too remarkable as great sentiment oF heart and great 
righteousness of spirit in politics for me to consider you as a 
labourer in the vineyard of my IotB, Thomas, that good farmer 
who so well knows how to say : Baskets, farewell, the vintage is 
gathered! 

Qood night, dear triead; read this to Fleury and your 
wife> if it should interest her, but to nobody else, I pray ; I 
should be quite apset if people thought I was occupied in 
intngning against the National, because I edit a B^vue which 
it does not wish to advertise. God preserve me from engaging 
in any such paltry newspaper war I I have not a word to 
reply to all those who ask me : " Why does the National stand 
aloof from you?" I tell them I know nothing about it. 
Silence, then, as to the above. Embrace your wife and 
children for me. 

Alas I I believe that I shall not be able to write to yoa 
again this winter. I have not the time to talk and to ma on 
unrestrained. Nevertheless, write to me; but let us drop 
discussions which serve no purpose. If, in short, the Revue 
bores you, do not believe that I shall be offended at your 
giving it vp. We possess subscribers, and we do not impose 
any opinion, even upon our best friend. I feel certain that, 
some day, people will read Leronz as they do the Gontrat 
Social. Those are the exact words of M. de Lamartiue. 
Therefore, if it wearies you to-day, rest assured, nevertheless; 
that the greatest productions of the human mind have wearied 
many others^ who were not disposed to receive them at the 
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moment when tbey Brst resoondecL A few years l&ter some 
blushed at not haviag been among the first who naderstood 
and relished those prodnctioiis. Others, mors sincere wd : 
" TTpon 107 hononr, I at first was qaite in a fog, though aftei^ 
wards completely taken hold of, carried along, and deeply 
penetrated." Aa for me, I coald say precisely the same con- 
cerning Leronx. At the time of my scepticism, when, my 
head distracted with sufferings and doubts respecting every- 
thing, I was writing JAlia, I was simply worshipping the 
kindness, the simplicity, the science, the profundity of Leronx ; 
bat I was not convinced. I looked upon him as being the 
dupe of his own virtue. I have since greatly modified my 
views ; for, if I possess a spark of virtue, it is to him that I 
am indebted for it, thanks to my study of him and his works 
during the last five years. I pray yon laugh in the faces of 
the clotmw who will cry over him, aJas / aXa* ! You see that 
I do not treat yon as a clown, and that I warmly defend 
Leronx before yon. Farewell again. Love me still a little. I 
am well satisfied with the morals of Jean,* bnt not with hia 
phytique ; his hands are afraid of water. 

You did not say a word about Sorace.-^ As for that, I 
allow you to think ill of it either to-day or at any time. Ton 
are fully aware that I am nob very sensitive about my literary 
genius. If you do not care for the novel, s^iy so freely. I 
should like to dedicate something to you that would be to 
your taste, and I will, therefore, delay such dedication for the 
result of some better inspiration. 



* A domestic servant to George Sand, 
t Tbo title of one ol Qeorge Sand's noTels. 
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To M. Charles Poncy, Toulon. 

Fabis, 27fh Afril, 1842. 
Mt Bot, 

Yoa are a great poet, the most innpired and the most 
gifted oE all the fine proletarian poets whicli, with y>j, we 
have lately seen arise. You may aome day be the greatest 
poet of Fraoce, if vanity, which kills all our bourgeois poete, 
does not enter your noble heart ; if yoa preserve intact the 
precious treasare of lore, pride, and kindness which imparts 
genins to yon. 

People will endearonr to cormpt yoa, donbt not ; they will 
make yon presents, they will be anxioas to gtre yon a pension, 
a decoration perhaps, as they did to a literary workman, a 
friend of mine, who had the prudence to guess their motives 
and to decline their offer. The Minister of Public Instmo- 
tion,* a most competent man, has already scented in you the 
true breath, the redoubtable might of a poet. Had yoa con- 
fined yourself to singing about the sea and D6sir^,t nature 
and love, he would not have sent yon a library of books. But 
Siver aux riches^X the Meditation surles totts,^ and other aablime 
outbursts of your generous soul, caused him to open his ear, 
"Let OS bind him with praises and kindnesses," said ha to 
himself, " in order that he may only sing abont the deep and 
Lis mistress." 

Therefore beware, noble child of the people I Tonrs, 
perhaps, is a mission grander than yoa saspect. Resist, 
suffer, snhmit to privations, to obsoority, if need be, rather 
than forsake the sacred cause of yonr brothers. It is for the 

♦ M. Villemain. t Tfife of M. Poncy. 

X Wintm'M appaal to tks rick § MitUttaion on ifu roof*. 
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caaae of mankind, for the salration of the future, that God 
commanded j^oa to work, when (giving yoa such a powerful 
and ardent intellect. . . . 

No, the Bon of the rich is of a corruptible oatore ; the 
child of the people is stronger, and his ambition aims higher 
than the puerile distinctions of amnsements of well-being and 
vanity. Remember, dear Poncy, the impalse which caused 
you to say : 

Pourjuo* wie &nUe«-fu,ma cottronne d'epine»? * 

That was a divine impulse. 

Yet, many others have had similar ootbnrBta in t^is 
century of corruption and weakcess. Money and honours 
wore bestowed upon them ; their crowua of thorns ceased to 
scorch them. Thns are they no Ghrista, and despite the noise 
which is now made about them, posterity will relegate them 
to their proper places. 

Make for yourself a place which posterity will confirm. 
Be, among all the great poets of J our time, the only one who, 
like the archangel Michael, knows how to pat the demon of 
vanity beneath his feet. 

I have no wish to alter the commendable gratttnde which 
yon doubtless feel for the author of yonr preface, bat that good 
man did not anderstand you. He was afraid of you. He 
gave you bad advice and poor praise. When speaking about 
yon to the public, I hope that I shall speak a little better than 
he. When yon make a new work, pray take me as yonr 
editor, and entmat me with the care of yonr preface. 

Farewell; than this there has never been for me a word 
possessed of more profound meaning, and I have never spoken 

* My crown of thorns, why doBt thou scorch ma F 
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with more emotion. May yonr fatare, yoar virtne, tlie safety 
of yoop Bonl, and trae glory beloDg to God ! may yonr whole 
'being and yoar whole life rest ia His paternal hands, bo that 
hypocrites and myatifiers may nob defile His work. 

If yon wish to write me, although I am by nature and hy 
habit opposed to epistolary ioterooarse, I fesl I shall hare 
pleaanre in receiving yoar letters and answering them. I 
shall start for the coantry in a week's time. My address 
will be, La Ohatre, Department of the Indre, until the end of 
Angnst, 

Tours tmly, 

G. Sahd. 

P.S. — Tour poem. The Convict (Le For^t), oansed me to 
shed tears. What a society oars is I no expiation I uo reha- 
bihtatioQ I nothing bat ruthless pamshmenb I 



To M. &DOUARD DE PoMF&RV, Paris. 

Fixu, 2«& AprO, 1842. 

I owe yon a thonsand thanks, sir, for the generoos and 
sympathetic appreciation of my writings, which yon expressed 
in the 'Bha'iange?^ You praise my talent beyond its deserts, 
but the righteousness and elevated nature of your heart led 
yon to that excess of benevolence towards me, because yoa 
recognised in me good intentions. P(u hmaavima lonm 
voltmttUie, that is my motto, and the only Latin one I know ; 
yet, having always in my seal the certainty of good intentions, 

* Name of a neirapaper to which U. 4e Pompiry was a contributor. 

VOL. t T 
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order to make him anderstand to wliat the sou! of his talent 
should be directed, and the application oE his genius. 

Accept once more the ezpressioa o£ my very sincere grati- 
tade. I know that what yoo have done for me is not dae 
to my penonaUty, than which none conld be less amiable and 
attractive. Yonr kindness I owe to the love of troth and 
justice, which establishes between ns surer and more solid 
relations than those of the world and a mere conversational 
interconrse. 

Yonrs faithfully, 

O. Sahd. 



To Madams Maruani, Paris. 

Noainr, 26f& Jtfay, ISti. 
Ton are indeed very, very kind to write to me so often. 
Do not grow tired of it, dear friend, even thongh I may become 
lazy, that is, tired ; for, after having scribbled for six honrs at 
night, I am almost blind, and my r^ht arm ia rather too stiff 
to allow of my scrawling even a few lines in the daytime. 
Excuse me when I am in arrears, and always recollect that X 
think of yon, speak of yon, and talk with yon in my dreams. 

All my people are well. I received yonr letter, which had 
been fastened to Leronx's by the ink ; it was a lucky day for 
me to receive both your letters at the same time. I wished I 
conld have placed myself nnder the same envelope, in order to 
be more closely with yon. The oH man mnst be satisfied with 
me now. He must have had my parcel. The same day I also 
received news from Pauline,* who was to sing the Barhier f 

* Fanlin« "Vlardot, an actress, t ■^ 'BarhUtt 3,% SivilU. 

t3 
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four or fire dayg afterwards, haTing, not withoat troable, snc- 
fleeded in organising a company for herself. Sbe aeema to me 
to be delighted with Spain, with the hearty welcome they 
accorded her there, with the lovely son, and the activi^ which 
she needed. She will afterwards start for ATiflftlnnift, and 
retarn via Nohant. 

How delighted I feel for your sake at hearing that your \»g 
Manoel * is abont to come back to yon. Will he be in Paris 
towards the end of Angast ? I hope so. If he should return 
to Spain before then, yon oaght to accompany him as &r as 
Mohant ; he might take the mail-coach thence for Tonlonse or 
Bordeaux as he pleases. Promise me that yon will think 
abont it and try to do so. 

I am qnite sarprised at the gracionsaess of Enrico's sove- 
reign ; bat I mnst forbid that great man, who is now reinstated, 
to allow himself to be intoxicated by royal faronr. I request 
bim to stick to his profession, and not to think any more of 
his guns. At one time he was a terrible man ; yon made 
of him a charming woman. He is much better and happier as 
Jit present. 

What do you say about PStStin's being angry at not 
having been taken in earnest by me T I, on the contrary, take 
him more in earnest than he would like, I take him for a 
kind and excellent young man who wants to play the part of an 
■old dog, who has the strange mania of making himself appear 
a growler, a misanthropist, and a sceptic^ whereas his heart is 
young and generous in spite of himself. Eh, goodness me ! 
does he believe that he possesses a monopoly of tronbles, 
■deceptions, and grief 7 Have we not ourselves trodden all 

* M. ]IIanoel Marliani, Spanish Senator, Madame Uarliani'a husband. 

Diflitizec by Google 



Letters of George Sand. 325 

those patha f Do we ignore whafc life ia f I know it better 
than he does ; I am six, eight, or ten Tears older, and I also 
know that when people are not born gloomy and misanthropio 
they do not become so, whatever may be the bnrden of their 
personal erile. I have snffered so mnch myself that the 
safEerings of others no longer frighten me. ^j ideas no 
longer bear npon fear, complaint, or ardent compassion. 
Like yon, I say : " Farther, farther still I let us not stop, hot 
reach our destination I " 

And, since I feel the hand of old age coming npon me, I 
experience a calm, a hope, and a tmst in God with which I was 
noaoqaainted in the emotional period of my yonth. I think 
Qod is so good, BO very good, to make ns grow old, to calm 
ns, and to remove from ns those manifestations of selSshness 
which seem so harsh in yonth. What I we complain that we 
lose something when we gain so mnch, when our ideas grow 
wider and broader, when our hearts become enlarged and 
meeker, and when oar consciences, at last viotorions, can look 
back and say : " I hare performed my task, the hoar of 
reward is at hand I " 

Yon tinderstand me yourself, dear friend. I saw yon 
crossing the gangway npon which the foot of women trembles 
and stambles; yon cross it cheerfnlly, and yoor tronbles, 
wheoerer yon hare any, do not proceed from so pnerile a 
canse as the vain regrets for an age which, once gone, is not to 
be r^retted. Why shonld they complain, who are still enjoy- 
ing the life which yesterday was mine T Do they fear that 
they may nerer grow eld T Does not every phase of oar lite 
possess its own attractions, riches, and compensations f We 
must live as we ride; be sapple, avoid checking onr steed 
withont need, bold the bridle %htly, go ahead when the wind w 
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fsTonrable, move slowly wIieQeTer tbe sun oE antamn inTites 
DB thereto. God has wisely ordained all thingB, and, with 
His aid, men will sncceed in nnderstanding them. 

Such are the thoaghta which cross my mind when thinking 
of PSt6tin and many more besides whom I know, and who 
will crosa the torrent saying : " I thought it more f nriooB/' 

(}ood night, beloved. Many fond things from me to my 
dear Oaston. Many cordial embraces for yourself. Write 
tome. 

GtsOBOI. 



To M. Charles Poncy, Toulon. 

UTosABT, 23nl Jwte, 1843. 

My dear Posct, 

I Bend yon JDst a word until I can write at greater 
length. For the last six weeks I hare been soffering from 
dreadf al pains in my head, caased by the effect of light upon 
my eyes. I experience mnch difficnlty in getting my work for 
the Bevue hidependante * done, and, four or five days evsrj 
week, I am obliged to shnt myself np in darkness like a bat ; 
I then perceive sua and nature through the eyes of the mind 
and through memory ; as for the eyes of my body, they 
are doomed to inaction, which saddens and wearies me 
prodigionsly. 

I shall receive M. Paul Gaymard with great pleasure ; that 
'IB what I wanted to say to yon without delay. 

I now hasten to tell yon that I received yonr two letters ; 

* A rerisw to which Getvge Sand oontribnted. 
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tliat yoar poems are stUl grand and beantifal ; that your Fete 
de V Ascension * is a holjr and Holemn promise never to break 
the fraternal cup from which yon drink courage and grief 
with the race of powerful-minded men. 

Write many snch poems, so that they may go home to the 
hearts of the people, and that the mighty Toice which Heaven 
gave yon to sing oo the beaoh may not waste itself on the rocks, 
like that of the Harpe des Tevipatea.^ Take the harp of 
humanity in yonr hands, and canse it to vibrate as nobody was 
ever capable of doing before. You have still great progress 
to make (literarily speaking) in order to aaaociate your greai 
pictures of rugged nature loith Jiuman thought and feeling. 
Reflect opon what I have nnderlioed here. The whole fntare, 
the whole mission oE yonr genius is contained in those two 
lines. They constitate perhaps an inadequate formula of what 
I wish to express; but it is the only one that occurs to me at 
present, and, snch as it is, it is the summing up of my impres- 
sions and of my reflections respecting you. Meditate upon it, 
and, if it suffices to enable yon to understand what I expect 
from your efforts, give me its explanation and development in 
yonr reply. That is perhaps aa enigma for yoa. Well, it 
will faruish labour for your intellect. If yon should not 
understand the solution as I do, remind me of my formula, 
and X will develop and explain it to you more fully in my next 
letter. Besides, yon have already instiuctively solved in an 
admirable manner, in several of yonr productions, the diffi- 
culty, which I now propose to yon, of associating (in other 
words) the artistic and picturesque sentiment with the human 
and moral sentiment. In all the poems in whioh yoa speak of 

* t Title of a poem by M. Charles Ponoy. 
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yonraelf and of your trade, yon strongly feel that if people 
ezperienoe a oertaia pleasnre at aeeing in yoa the iodindnal/ 
becaase he is especially gifted, that pleastire ia greater still at 
aeeing in him the mason, the working man, the protetariao. 
And why bo F Bec&nse an iQd)<ridaal who poses for a poet, a 
pare artiste, an Olympio, like most of onr great men of th& 
hourgeoia and aristocracy, soon canses na to grow tired of his 
personality. The delirinm, the joya and aafferings of his 
pride, the jealousy of his rirals, the calnmniea of hia enemies, 
the insnlts of criticism : what matter to as those things over 
which they dilate, with their oompariaons of oaks on whoso 
roots Tenomooa tangi hare grown f An ingenious comparisoo 
indeed, bnt which canses ds to smile becaase we peroeire th» 
Tanity of one sio^e man peeping oat throngh it, aad because 
the interest men feel in another man is proportioned to the 
interest that man feels in mankind. Mao's sufFeriogs excite 
onr interest or sympathy only when endnred for the sake of 
mankind. His martyrdom is only grand when resembling that 
of Christ; yoa know it, yoa feel it, yoa bare said it. That is 
why your crown of thorns was laid on yoar forehead : in 
order Uiat every one of those barning thorns might instil in 
yonr mighty forehead one of the Bufferings and the sentiment 
of the injostioe endared by mankind ! We literary people 
do not belong to that suffering mankind ; neither I, who 
(onfortnnately tor me, perhaps) do not know either hnnger or 
misery ; nor even yon, my dear poet, who will find in yonr 
glory and in the giatitnde of yonr fellow-creatorea a lofty 
reward for yonr personal troubles ; it ia the people, ignorant 
and forsaken, fall of riotoas passions, which men excite in a 
bad sense or repress, withont respect for the strength which 
God nerertheless has not giren them witboat purpose. It is 
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the people, oTerwhelmed vith all physical and moral erils, 
without priests of a trae religioD, obtaining neither compassion 
nor respect from the classes (ap to the present) enlightened, 
who wonld deso^e to be again plunged into ignorance and 
degradation, were not God pity, patience, and forgivenesB 
themeelvee. 

I am rather far from the conciseness which I intended to 
obserre when beginning m; letter, and I fear that yon will 
have as mach troable to decipher my writing as I myself have 
to see it. No matter, I will not leave my idea too incomplete- 
I was JDst saying that yon have solved the difficolty whenever 
yon liAve spoken aboat labonr. Yon must now anite every- 
where the great ontward pictnre with the main idea of your 
poetry. You most go in for marines ; * they are too beautiful 
for me to deter yon from that kind of production ; but yon 
most, without sacrificing the pictnre, vivify by comparisons 
those fine pieces of poetry, so powerful and so brilliant in 
colour. Too sometimes hit on the idea, but methinks yon 
have not turned it to sufficient advantage. Thus, most of your 
marines are too merely artistic, as is said by artistes devoid of 
feeling. I wish that that implacable sea, which yoa know 
and depict so thoroughly well, were more personified, fuller 
of meaning, and that, by means of one of those miracles of 
poetry which I cannot indicate to yon, but which yon ought 
to discover, the emotions, the terror, and admiration it inspires 
yoa with were intimately united to sentiments always hnman 
and profound. In short, we most strike the eyes of imagina- 
tion only in OTder to penetrate more deeply into the soul than 



* 6«nen>ll7, a moriDe puntiag. Employed hen bf analogy, and 
applying to poetical marina desoriptions by M. Ponoy. 
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can be done with reasoaing. Why the eternal wiath of 
elements f the struggle between the sky and the abyse, the 
reign of the enn which pacifies all; why rage, atrengtbj 
beaaty, calmF Are they not all symbols, images related 
to onr own outbursts from within, and is not calm one of the 
images of the Deity f Look at Homer ; how he deals with 
natare ! He is more romantic than all oar modem writers ; 
and yet that natare, so well felt and depicted, is bat an in- 
ezhanstible arsenal which famishes him with comparisons 
wherewith to animate and impart colour to the actions of 
dirine and human life. All the secret, all the wonders of 
poetry, reside in this, Yoa felt it in the Barque Eckouee,* in 
the Fianee qui monte des Toits,-\ etc. I wish you felt it in all 
the pieces yoa write ; thanks to that, and to that only, they 
would be complete, profound, and their impression would be 
indelible. Hugo sometimes felt it ; but his soul is not moral 
enongh to have entirely and suitably felt it. It is because 
his heart is devoid of fiame that his muse is devoid of taste. 
Birds, they say, sing for the sake of singing. I doubt it. 
They sing their loves and happiness, and in that they are in 
keeping with natare. But man most do something more, and 
poets only sing in order to move people imd make them think. 

I hope this is enongh for a blind person. I fear that my 
handwriting may impart my blindness to you. 

Farewell, dear Foncy. Compensate by yoar intelligence 
for all I say ao ill and so obacnrely. Solange and Maurice read 
yoar works and love you. Maarioe is, I believe, nearly of the 
same age aa yourself. He is nineteen ; he baa embraced the 

* The Stranded Barque, title of a poem bj U. Podoj. 
t The Smoke rinng from the Booft, title ol a poetical productum by 
U. Ponoj. 
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profession of aa artist. He is meek, diligent, calm as the 
calmest of seas. Solange is fonrteen. She is tall, beantifnl, 
and proad; she is an indomitable creatnre, possessed of a 
snperior intellect, and lazy beyond all that can be imagined ; 
she conld do anyihing, bat will not try. Her fntare is a 
perfect mystery, a snn hidden by the clouds. The sentiment 
of independence and equality of rights, in spite of her 
domineering instincts, is rather too much developed in her. 
It remains to be seen how she will understand it, and what 
she will do with her power. She was very flattered by jodp 
present, and pnt it into her albom in company with the most 
illnstrions antographs. 

Etare yoa a namber of the Buc^ f ojmlaire,* in which 
my friend yin9ard gives an acconnt of yoor Jfarmes t The 
Progrea du Paa-de-Calaia, edited by my friend Degeorge, 
mnst also contain an article on the same subject. Besides, 
the Phalange promised me one. If yon cannot get those 
papers, let me know. I will see that they are sent to yon. 
I wrote to Perrotin, my publisher, to send yon a copy oE 
Indiana, as also one of all new editions of my works as Uiey 
appear. 

As for the verses yon sent me, I keep them to myself for 
the present. I am very thankful for and proad of them. But 
you must not publish them in your next collection ; it would 
preclude me from pnabing them as I ironld wish; I should 
seem to admire yoa because yoa praise me. Stnptd persons 
woold not see anything in my supporting your work, and 
would say that I am raising altars to myself. That would 
injure yoor sncceas, if we may thus call the approbation of 

* The name of a newspq>er. 
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the press. For, however bad the latter may be, it is necesBaiy 
in a certain meaanra 

Farewell i^^n, and years in heart. 

Do not take the trouble to keep copies of the Terses yon 
sent me. I am careful of them, and if I reqaeat yon to 
introduce modifications in those and in tiie others, yoa will 
have enough to do. Do not, therefore, tire yonrself with 
writiog more than is required. I can read your haudwriting 
perfectly. If I am severe open the ideas yon emit, yoa 
moat be patient and courageoas. The question is not to write 
as good a work aa the first. In poetry, he who does not 
advanoe recedes. You most do much better. I did not speak 
to you about the blemishes and neglected points in your first 
volume. There was so mach to admire, it was so astonishingly 
good, that I did not find it in my heart to criticise. Bat 
your second volume must be free from those shortcomings. 
Yon ought to become perfect before long. Take care of yonr 
health, however, my poor boy, and do not hurry. Whenever 
yoa do not feel inclined to write, rest, and do not set yoor 
body and mind to work at the same time and beyond yoor 
strength. You have plenty of time; yoa are quite young;, 
and we wear oorselves out too quickly. Write only when 
possessed and urged on by inspiration. 

Te TUB Same. 

Ndeuc, aiA Av^gvM, 1842. 
Ht oxab Pokt, 

I foond yonr two letters on my return from a journey 
to Paris, where X went on business, that is, respecting Has 
business of our Bevue. I am still poorly, and my eyes refuse 
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to perform their duty. I£ I should fail to reply to 70a 
pDQctaally, do not HiereEore believe it is my faalt. My work 
itself is always being intempted, and ia resnmed with patnf dI 
and often froitlese efforts. 

I believe that, in certain respects, yea hare improved. 
Yonr ideas are more connected, symbolised, and completed. 
Bat I want to warn yoo with the maternal frankness and 
anthority whioh yon are good enongh to grant rae : yoa 
neglect both form and expression, instead of correcting them. 
I did not point ont to yoa any of the defects in yoor 
first printed volnme, I only serionsly heeded the extraordinary 
inspiration, the innateness and the Inxariancy of talent dis- 
closed therein. I was fully aware that every page contained 
either some incorrectness of expression or some metaphor 
deficient in accnracy, or a tToii, the taste of which was not 
correct. If yoa wish to publish a second Tolame possessing 
the same qoalities and the same defects as the first, yoa 
can do so. I am at year disposal to occupy myself with it 
with as mnch zeal and devotion as if your masterpiece were 
in qnestioD. But if yon were to listen to the connsels of my 
serions and severe friendship, yon would not publish yonr 
new poems until yon recognise in them yourself more merits 
and fewer faults than were noticeable in the earlier ones. 

Yoa are so yoang that it wonld be inexcusable in yoa 
not to make sensible progress every year. Yet though I find 
in what yoa have seot me more merits, I also find more faults 
than in yonr volume. I am nob astonished at this, and I 
might even say I expected it. It is an inevitable phase of 
the transformation which takes place in the spirit of a poet 
as in that of an artiste. I study these phases in my son's 
paintings, and I studied them in myself during my yonth. 
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As long &s we are in the happy age o£ progression, ve lose 
at ever; instant on one side that which we gain on the other. 
Whilst that is inevitable, we mnst none tlie less carefully 
watch, exert, examine, and correct onrselres. In painting, 
we study the works oi the masters. In literature, we most 
do likewise. I would like you to rest yourself for some time, 
since in the midst of your fatigues and domestic tronblee 
yon yourself feel the want of it. You will have to read 
much of ancient literature, Comeille, Bossnet, Jean Jacqaes 
Boussean ; eren Boileau, as an antidote to a certain re- 
dundancy of expression and of fanciful metaphor, much abused 
nowadays, and often so by yourself. 

I do not wish that yon should sacrifice your iudiriduality, 
that you should cease to be modem and romantic in order 
to make yourself classic and ancient. But there is no danger 
of that. Tour merits are superabundant, and it is nothing 
more than a question of knowing how to choose and manage 
with them. As a young man and an ardent poet, you often 
display a want of artistic taste; a thing so fine as to be 
indefinable, so that I should nerer be able to tell you in 
what it consists, but without which, nererthelesa, there is 
neither art nor poetry. Were you entirely devoid of it, I 
should not attempt to advise your trying to devolop any, 
it would be quite useless; but it ia becaose yon possess it 
in plenty, and even superabandance, that I warn yoa now 
to be careful in the choice of yonr expressions. I could 
easily point out to you, line by line, yonr successes and 
yoor failnres in this respect. Thus, the last four lines of 
L'Echappie de Mer* furnish a comparison, although just, 

* ^n ArmUt of the Bea, the title of a poem by U. OharleB Fonoy. 
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eztremelj bold, yet li&ppy in espreasioo and beantiful. Bat 
Trhen, b; an aadacioaa neologism, 70a create the verb zig- 
zaguer,* yon merely succeed in giving a Tivid idea of a material 
object, and instead of embellisfaing it by expression (whicb 
is the inexorable daty of poetry), yoa tarnish it by a ntlgar 
and incorrect term, yon display a deficiency of taste. When 
depicting what is grand, be grand yonrself; when yoa wish 
to epeak in simple terms of what is simple, be simple yonr- 
self. When yon ose the term xigzaguer yoa are neither. 
If I were to analyse yonr lines one by one I eboald weary 
yon, I might perhaps erea frighten yon, and I am, besides, 
not of opinion that a work should be taken to pieces word 
by word, to be afterwards wearily reconstracted. It is better 
to write another, taking greater pains with it. Were yoa 
even to have an assidaoaa and severe adviser by yoar side, 
he wonld weary yoa and might perhaps freeze yonr inspira- 
tion. I vrill perform that wearisome dnty for yoa only when 
yoa have resolved to pablisb. As sooa aa yoa have made 
ap yoor mind send the whole to me, and, if yoa like, I 
will undertake the work of pruning and pointing oat to you 
for further examination all that I may consider it necessary 
for yoa to alter. 

But, in your present state of fatigue and agitation, the 
wisest thing to do would be to write less and stndy more. I 
greatly blame yoa for carrying on a correspondence which 
robs yon of yoor time. I do not cany on any. Once a month 
I write a dozen letters, aa mach in a friendly way as on 
business, and each month I receive at least a hundred. Bat 
they are only written in idleness, cariosity, and vanity. I 

* To sigisg. 
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do not troable myself to reply to them, anlesa I see some 
adTaotage to myself or others in doing so. My not replying 
creates enemies, hat I resign myself to that, not being ahls 
to escape from it, and not having the means to pay a secretary 
for the satisfaction of other people. Ton have something 
better to do, my dear boy, than to waste yonr time, which is 
so precious, and yonr strength, which is so neceas&ry, in 
spinning oat correspondence composed of trifling news snch 
as arises from the mere desire of talking abont oneself. Thns, 
when yon have an honr for rest in the evening, read good 
poetry and good prose; and, without binding yonraelf to 
imitate any anthor, yon will acquire, without perceiving it, 
the habit of a more discriminatang taste and more eostained 
correctness. 

As regards the letters yon write to me, my dear poet, and 
which I always review with tme pleasure, do not ask if they are 
well written. They are. Yonr heart is in them, and that is 
all the reader seeks. 

If yon have the courage to do what I tell yon, before 
many months have passed yon will awake one fine day, 
having acquired much, and, perhaps without being able to 
account for it, you will have mastered irreproachable forms 
of expression for your noble and warm-hearted sentiments. 

But work, sickness, misery, yon will say. I know well what 
they are. If yon ^cpect to lire by year pen and improve at 
the same tim(>, I tell yon that that ia more than is possible to 
begin with, and that you mast resign yourself for some years 
yet, to choose between pecuniary advantages and the develop- 
ment of your talents. If yon shonld fall ill, and thns be 
quite incapable of manual work, I trust that yon woold be a 
good enough son to lot me know, and not blush to receive a 
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faTOor, if snclt a term can be applied to the hour of help so 
sweet to the friend who can beatow it. Yoa have done well 
in refasing the gold 70a spoke of, if it were that gold of 
inferior alloy which we well know, and which sofls both the 
heart and the hand. Bat the assistance of a friendly heart is 
another thing. I hope that you will look at it as I do. 

Adieu, dear Foncy. Cheer np I Believe tiiat it costs me 
mach to leotnre to yoa ea I do. 

Tours truly. 

I have JQst another word to say to yoa. Never show my 
letters to any but yonr mother, yoor wife, or your best friend. 
That is a point on which I am in the highest degree sensitiTe. 
It is almost a mania. The idea that I shonld write otherwise 
than only for the person whom I address, or for those who 
heartily lore him, would at once freeze both my heart and my 
hand. Erery one has his own pecnliar failing. Mine is an 
ontward appearance of misaittbropy, althoagb, in heart, I 
have no other passion now than the lore of my fellows ; bat 
my personality has nothing to do with the feeble service 
which my heart and my faith may render in this world. 
Some of my felloW'Creatnres have nnconscioosly caused me 
much pain by speaking and writing, even in a kind way and 
with good intention, about my own person, my wayt and- 
doingt} respect, therefore, the weakness of her whom yoa 
call mother. 
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To Madbmoisellb Lbsoybr db Chantepis, Angers. 
HOHAKT, 28t& Ju^iut, 1842. 

Madikoisilu, 

I received at Faria, where I have joat paaaed a few 
days, the letter that yoo did ms the honour to write me two 
moQths ago. I ahonld ill respond to the conGdence jon 
hononr me with if I dtd not attempt to give 70a my opinion 
respecting yonr present aitnatioa. I am, however, a very 
bad judge in anoh matters, and I have not the least sense of 
practical life. I pray yon, therefore, to consider the rory 
brief jndgment that I am aboat to submit to yon as a 
synthesis from which I cannot return to analysis, because the 
details of existence only appear to me as more or less nn- 
happy romances, of which the conclnsions relate only to a 
general maxim— the alteration of society from top to bottom. 
I find society giren over to the moat frightful disorder, and, 
foremost amongat all the iniquities to which I see it devoted 
are the relations of the sezea, which I consider to be r^olated 
in the most unjoat and absurd manner. I therefore cannot 
advise any one to enter upon a matrimonial anion sanctioned by 
a civil law which assarts the dependence, inferiority and social 
nuUilj of woman. I have spent ten years in reflecting on 
the above, and, after asking myself why all love in this world, 
recognised or nnreoognised by society, is always more or less 
unhappy, whatever the merits and the virtues of the sools 
thus associated, I am convinced of the radical impossibility of 
that perfect happiness, the ideal of love, in conditions of ine- 
quality, of inferiority and dependence of one sex in relation 
to the other. Whether that be the law, the generally reoog- 
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nised staadard of morality, opinioo, or prejadice, womao, ia 
giving herself to man, is neceaBarilf either boand or calpahle. 

Besides, yoa ask me if yoa will be happy through loTO and 
marriage. Yoa will not, I am fully convinced, be so in either 
the one or the other. But, if you ask me in what other 
conditions I place the happiness of woman, I shonld reply 
that not being able to reconstitnte society, and knowing well 
enough that it will last longer than our brief appearance in 
this world, I place it in a future in which I firmly believe, and 
where we shall again see human life in the best conditions, in 
the boson of a more advanced society, where our intentions 
will be better understood and our dignity better established. 

I believe in eternal life, eternal humanity, eternal progress, 
and, as X have in this respect embraced the belief of M. 
Pierre Leronx, I refer you to his philosophical demonstrations. 
I know not whether they will satisfy yon, but I cannot give 
yon any better ; as regards myself, they have entirely solved 
my doubts and established my religions belief. But, you will 
eay further, must we, like Catliolic monks, renounce every 
enjoyment, every action, every manifestation of this life in the 
hope of a future T I do not consider that to be a duty, anlesa 
for the cowardly and the impotent. That woman, in order to 
escape from suffering and humiliation, should keep from love 
and maternity, is a romantio idea which I have enunciated in 
a novel of mine, IMvi, not as an example to follow, bat 
as the picture of a martyr who may awaken thoughts in his 
jndges and execotioners, those who declare the law and those 
who apply it. It was only a poem, and, since you have taken 
the trouble to read it (in three volumes), you will not, I hope, 
have seen any doctrine in it. I have never preached any 
doctrine, I do not feel my intelligence to be equal to it. I 

i2 
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have sooght one, I have embraced one. Snch is xaj own 
synthesis, bnb I have not the genius to apply mj ideas, and 
tmly I should be unable to tell you in what conditions yon 
ought to accept love, snbmit to marriage, and sanctify yourself 
by maternity. 

Lore, fidelity, maternity are nevertheleBs the most neces- 
sary, the most important, and the most sacred things in the 
life of woman. But, in the absence of a public morality and a 
civil law which render those duties possible and fruitful, can I 
indicate to you the particnUr cases in which, to fulfil them, 
yon ought to snbmit to or resist the general custom, the civil 
necessity and public opinion f Upon reflection, mademoiselle, 
yon will recognise that I cannot, and that you alone are 
sufiSciently enlightened as to your own strength and your own 
conscience, to find a path across those abysses, and a road to 
the ideal which you conceive. 

As for me, in your place I should have but one way of 
settling these difficulties. I should not consult my own 
happiness. Convinced that in these days (with the phQo- 
sophical ideas which our intelligence sug^sts to us, and the 
resistance which l^islation and opinion oppose to prioress, 
whose necessity we feel) no happiness is possible from the 
standpoint of egotism, I would accept this life with a certain 
enthusiasm and a resolution analogous in some sort to that of the 
first martyrs. This abjuration of personal happiness once made 
without relapse, considerable light would be thrown upon the 
question. There would thus only remain for me to do my 
duty as I understood it. And what would this duty be T To 
place myself, at the risk of many deceptions, persecutions, and 
sufierings, in conditions where my life would be most useful 
to the greatest possible nnmber of my fellow creatures. If 
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affected b7 love, what, with snch abnegation, will be the aim 
ot your lovef To do the ntmosfc good to the object of it. 
By that I do not mean giring him wealth and the pleasnrea 
which it procures, the meana of corrapting rather than of edify- 
ing. I mean the furnishing him with the means of ennobling 
hia Boul, and of practising justice, charity, and loyalty. If with* 
oat hope of producing these noble effects and posaeseing that 
powerful action on the being whom you love, your Iots and 
your fortune will do him no good. He will prove ungrateful, 
and you will be humiliated. 

If inspired by the hope of maternity, what (always with 
snch abnegation) will be the object of yonr hope T It will be 
to place yourself in oonditious the most favoarable to the 
education of your children, and to the good examples and good 
precepts which yon wonld need to tumiah them with. 

Finally, if animated by the desire to give good examples to 
those about you, examine first whether they are susceptible of 
being impressed and modified by such examples, aod, if so, 
seek conditions in which you can furnish them. 

At this point nj instruction necessarily conclndes. If you 
were to tell me to apply these three precepts for yon, I should 
perhaps do so quite clumsily. I beliere myself possessed of a 
good conscienoe and good intentions. But I am not clerer in 
action, and am a thousand times deceiTed in it. I believe that 
yonr judgment is better than mine, and that, if yon make use 
of my theory, yon will emerge from the state of uncertainty 
into which yon are plnnged. The anxiety yon hare in regard 
to some personal satisfaction which I believe it is impossible 
to secnre, is the obstacle in your path, but, if you feel that you 
have the faith and courage to surmonnt it, your intelligence 
will be St once enlightened. 
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I hare not read the works which you did me the honoar to 
aeod me. They were mislaid with the hooka daring a removBl, 
and I hare not been able to find them again. If yon hare the 
goodness to send a new supply, I will devote the first leisure 
honra I have to tfaem. Pray ezcose my scrawl, my eyesight is 
not nearly so good as it used to be. I write letters bat seldom, 
and writing is a trouble to me. 

Accept, mademoiselle, the expression of my most particolar 
esteem and regard. 

GKOB43K Sand. 

I shall be at Paris towards the 25th September. Please 
address me at the office of the Jfeuud Jfuie^eniianfe. 



To THE Archbishop of Paris. 

NoHAKT, 5ep(«m£er, 184:2. 
Mt Lord Arcebisbop, 

My name is probaby a bad recommendation to yon; 
bnt if, with beliefs perhaps different to your own, I approach 
yoa, fall of confidence, to point oat a good work to be done, 
it seems to me that your enlightened wisdom and your spirit 
of charity may also secure for me a little confidence and kindly 
attention. 

There is one point at least at which souls moving along 
divers routes must meet. It is the love of justice ; aud, as all 
jostice proceeds from God, I, perhaps, am not an impious soul 
and nnworthy of mercy j that spirit of justice and goodness I 
invoke, in daring, without being known to your grace, to 
confide a secret and to ask a favour. 
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There is, my lord, in a conntry parish, a Teiy orthodox work- 
ing priest, who in no way approves my differences with the 
letter of the eocleaiastioal law, and with whom, conseqaently, 
I am not intimately aoqaainted. I too mach reepect the 
aincerity and firmness of his faith to seek to shake it by raia 
diaonsBionB, and besides it seems to me to be good and 
kindly, since it produces only good and noble actions. A 
small fortune which I possess, and the fact of my living in 
their midst, bare imposed npon me the dnty of helping the 
sick or indigent peasantry. I have tbns been enabled to 
appreciate the blameless and worthy condact of this virtaons 
priest ; and seeing him blessed by all, finding myself at times 
in relations with him in devising the means of alleviating 
certain soffering and misery, I can testify to his being an 
irreproachable man in the eyea of people of every creed. 

Within the last few days, having met him in a cottage and 
retorning by the same way aa he, I remarked bis being very 
sad and downcast, and, having earnestly questioned him, I 
elicited the confession which I am about to communicate to 
yoor grace. What was confided to me was a secret, and only 
to your grace woold I entrust it ; my so saying is equivalent 
to telling your grace that I rely absolutely npon yonr honoar 
and yonr religion not to seek to discover the name of the 
priest in question, for I have no authority for the step I am 
now taking ; I am moved thereto by my heart, and by a sort 
of inspiration which I believe to be good and true. 

A few years ago this priest, tonched by the despair of an 
aged mother of a family, whose son, an honourable man, but 
overwhelmed by disasters in business, was on the point of 
being prosecuted and imprisoned for debt, yielded to her 
pleas for pity, implicitly believed what was told him, and 
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consented to become bond to tho creditors for tfae trifling 
sum of 4,000 francs. This was more tlian he possessed, or, 
to speak more correctly, be possessed nothing whatever. Bat, 
as the creditors then required a gaarantee rather than money, 
which the debtor appeared capable of paying in a few years 
ont of bis earnings, the good priest calcniated that, pntting 
everything at the worst, be himself would be able with time, 
and by stinting himself every year, to meet the disaster. 

Unfortunately, a short time after, the debtor died, leaving 
nothing, and the debt fell upon the priest; who obtained a 
short grace, and, during the last two or three years, has paid 
the interest, without having been able to reduce the principal 
by more than 200 francs. 

At this point the creditors became very hard and very press- 
ing, demanding the principal at once, threatened proceedings 
for costs, including those of distraining, and, through having 
exercised his charity, a respectable and excellent priest may at 
any moment be exposed to scandal and to poignant shame. 

Had I possessed 4,000 francs I should have instantly termi- 
nated the inqaietude and grief of this good priest. But 
his case is like my own, with the difference that what bas 
happened to him once has happened to me scores of times, and, 
that, considering my resources, in proportion to bia, I am 
even more embarrassed than he. My position aa a woman, 
that is to say of a minor in the eyes of the law (a minor forty 
years old, if it please your grace), does not permit of my 
borrowing, and I cannot appeal to my friends. Most of tbem 
are poor ; the few really humane rich people whom I have met 
are so eaten np by gifts and charities tbat it would not be 
advisable to have recourse to them any further. And, besides, 
I must confess that I am generally acquainted with those who 
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belong to the most pronounced shade of the Op-pomiwfk, snd 
that, nnfortnnatelji intolerance is at the root of ererj party 
in these dajs. Those who would deprive themselves for a 
person of their own party charged with some political offence, 
will not interest themselves about a priest, or be able to under- 
stand my doing so. 

I have appealed, without having any great knowledge of 
them, to a few rich and pious people, explaining to them that 
it was a priest who was concemedj and a priest as orthodox as 
they could desire. The reply I received was that they had 
nothing to spare, or that they had poor to provide for (>es 
^aitirrea). I advised my clerical friend to apply to his bishop ; 
bnt others advised him not to do so, because his lordship, they 
Bay, woold blame the action of the good priest as ill-considered 
and imprudent, and that such confession might injure him in 
the bishop's estimation. Is that possible? Can human 
prudence speak where evangelic pity commands 7 X can say 
nothing as to that, but, any way, I cannot insist upon a view 
which presents serious inconvenience. 

In this perplexity, the idea occurred to me to address 
myself direct to your grace, as I had been told that yonr 
grace possessed an elevated mind and a truly apostolic soul. 
I felt confidence, and X dared. I know full well that yonr 
grace's duty is better performed than mine, better even than 
anybody's, and that no little trouble is involved in satisfying 
all the necessitons appeals with which your grace is over- 
whelmed. Bnt your grace has numerous and powerful 
relations, which I have not, and can effectually appeal to the 
charitable, aod a word from your grace is enough to secure 
implicit belief, whilst a heretic such as I has no credit, and 
cannot hope to be heard except by a bouI as free from 
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flospioioa and of each eaintliko loyaltf as that of yonr 
grace. 

I pray yoor grace to accept the homage of my profound 
respect. 

Gkobqe Sahd. 



To M. Chaslbs Poncy, Toulon. 

PjSlB, 2&lh February, 1843. 
Mt sub Bot, 

I received year letter this moraiog, but not your 
corrections of the Belle Foule,* or the other piece of poetry 
which you mention. Your lines are in the hands of B^ranger, 
who seems rather disinclined to undertake their examination, 
and to give advice respectiug them. He considered the 
matter as a delicate one, and feared hurting your feelings by 
complete frankness and sererify. I told him that it was. On 
the contrary, the greatest serrice he could render yon, and 
that yoQ would be grateful for it ; that you possessed neither 
the obstinacy nor the prond senaitiTeness of other poets, and 
that you preferred a friend to a flatterer. I will give yoa his 
reply as soon as I receive it. In talking about the publi- 
cation of your second volume, he said : " I do not nnderetand 
publishing matters any more than yon, and he onderstands 
them very well, as also the chances of success." 

He thinks that poetry, however fine and original it 
may be, secures but little attention in Paris, where eveiybody 
pnblishes verses, and where the public, being flooded by them , 
does not take the trouble even to look at them. Really good 

* The title of a poem by M. Oharlea Pone;. 
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poetry is only welcomed by a certain rather limited nomber 
of amateurs. Snch people mast be persona of taste, leading 
easy and qniet lives. There are bnt few such people here. 
They become fewer every day. If you could see the busy 
life here, so material and greedy of money or coarse pleasures, 
you would be quite astounded by it. 

But to return to BSranger's opinion. He says that if 
you were to get the printing done in the country the expenses 
■wonld be only half as great, and the disposal of the work 
focilitated, the latter being on the spot, as would also be your 
aubsoribers. If the work were nicely got up (for that is a 
consideration with the booksellers here), yon might send us 
a certain number of copies tl^t we could take to a publisher, 
contriving that he should rob yon as little as possible. 
Perrotin would not rob you at all, but he would be reluctant 
to undertake a small matter ; having carried through important 
ones rather successfully, he only cares to-day for pnbll- 
catioDfl involviug a series of volumes. We should see to 
this. 

Meanwhile, let me know if this publication at home offers 
the best chances of success, as BSranger believes. The ex- 
penses charged in connection with your first volume appear 
to me to be exorbitant, and, if theae were reduced by one- 
half, your profits would be doubled. I believe that you will 
easily find a publisher who would undertake the cost, upon 
consideration of being allowed to reimburse himself by a 
Bmall profit on the sale, or rather a printing publisher, for 
I do not know if there are, properly speaking, any printers iu 
the country. Moreover, I should send my preface to him 
JDst as to a Paris publisher. I do not know why you should 
not get as much as possible by this work. You are about 
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to become a father, and a little moaey will not be Kaj 
inooQTenience. 

I woold write to two or three towaa in the north and 
the midlands, or would get friends to take a few dozen 
copies and dispose of them, or place them with booksellera. 
Ton, on yonr side, mnst be able to do likewise. Let me have 
a reply then as to all this. Finally, in the last resort, if we 
waited a month or two, I am nearly sure of a new printing 
process, which M. Pierre Leronx has discovered, and is abont 
to pnt in operation, by means of which we should get books 
printed marvellonsly cheap. If that tarns ont well, the thing 
woald do itself, withont yonr having to trouble yourself 
about it. We should do the printing ourselves, for we intend 
nothing less than simplifying the process to that extent. 

The machinery is made, our great inventor is taking oat 
his patents, and ive shall see the whole thing in operation, I 
believe, next week. If you can procure the Beotte Inde- 
pendante, yoa will see, in the number for 25th January last, a 
beautiful article by Leronx on this invention. 

Tell me, my dear boy, if yoa are acquainted with all the 
philosophical writings of Pierre Leroox ? If not, tell me if 
you feel sufficient power of close attention to read them. Yon 
are youug and a poet. I have read and understood tbem 
without fatigue, I who am a woman and a novelist. That 
means that I have not a very capable head for such matters. 

Nevertheless, as it is the only philosophy that is as clear as 
day and that can speak to the heart like the gospel, I have 
plunged into it and have transformed myself ; I have found in 
it calm, strength, faith, hope, and the patient and persevering 
love of humanity ; treasures of my childhood, of wbich I bad 
dreamed in Catholicism, but which had been destroyed by the 
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examination of Catholicism, b; the iQBafficienc; of a worn-ont 
creed, by the doubt and grief which, in oar time, devour 
those whom egotism and affluence hare not brutalised or 
ooQtaminated. It would take you a year perhaps, perhaps 
two, to penetrate this philosophy, which is not bizarre and 
algebraic tike Fourier's works, bat adopts and recognises all 
that is true, good, and beautiful in erery system of morality 
and every science in the past or the present. These works of 
Lerouz are not volnmiaoos ; after having read them we feel 
the necessity of carrying them within us, of qaestioning our 
own hearts as to the adhesion which it gives to them ; in fact, 
they constitute a whole religion, at once ancient and novel that 
we need to penetrate and must carefolly brood over. Very 
few hearts completely accepted the doctrines therein con- 
tained ; one must be thoroughly good and sincere not to feel 
offended by truths. 

In fact, if you are possessed of the desire to know man- 
kind and yourself, your head will be steady and firm and full 
of assurance, and the fire of your poetry will be wholly 
kindled by knowledge of those works. You will rapidly 
explain them to B^sir^e, and yoa will see that her woman's 
heart will delight iu them. I must, however, tell yon that they 
constitute incomplete, interrapted,and fragmentary productions. 
Leroux's life has been too much agitated, too nnfortnnate, to 
enable bim to complete his doctrine. That is what his 
adversaries reproach him with. But a philosophy is a 
religion ; how then can we expect a religion to break forth 
like a novel or a sonnet from a man's head ? 

The great epic poems of our fathers were the works of 
teB or twenty years. Does not a religion take up the whole 
life of a man f Leroux is only half-way through his career. 
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He is poBseased of aolntioiis a1)oat whicb his heart feels sore, 
bat whose definition and demonBtration for others still require 
immense laboare of emdition and years of meditation. How- 
ever it may be, those admirable fragments are sufficient to 
place a jast mind and a good conscience in the paths of truth. 
Besides, they constitute the religion of poetry. If you can as- 
similate them, yon will some day write the poetry of religion 

Let me know and I will send yon all he has written. It 
will be to yon like pure wheaten bread of good quality to a 
healthy stomach. Ton will go on with your poetry, reserring, 
erery week, one or two solemn hours, for worshipping in titat 
temple of the true divinity. 

In that worship yon will associate D^air^, gently, without 
disturbing her belief, if she should be attached to Catholicism. 
Her mind will form a synthesis, though unconscious of what 
synthesis is, and a day will come when yon wilt together pray 
on the shore of that sea where yon now live but for lore and 
pleasure. When you both possess a firm and enlightened 
faith, yon will see that the sonl of the simplest woman is worth 
that of the greatest poet, and that there is neither depth nor 
mystery in divine science for a pure heart and tranquil 
conscience. 

Thus, indeed, yon will evangelise your brothers the workers, 
and make new men of them. Aspire to that r6le which yon 
have commenced by your intelligence, and that yon will only 
complete by high virtue. No virtne without certitude ; no 
certitude without examination and without meditation. Keep 
your young blood cool, and, without chilling your imagination, 
direct it towards heaven, its country [ The wonders of the 
earth which excite yonr onrioaily, the distant travels which 
tempt your inquietude, wiU t eaoh yon nothing of that which 
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will render yon greater. Believe me, -who have travelled like 
tbe maa of whom the poet has said : 

Le du^rin monte en onmpe et galope aveo Inl 
Grief monnta behind and rides with him. 

Good night, my boy ; the morning is dawning. I am 
going to retire. Embrace DSsir^e for me, and tell her that she 
will make me happy by giving to her child the name of one 
of mine. 

Write to me in reply, and above all do not frank yonr 
letters, it would vex me. Let me frank mine when I think of 
it, and do not show them, anlesa it be to D&ir6e. 



To M. Alexandre Weill, Paris. 

Fiua, 4J.h Manh, 18U. 
SlB, 

I have no talent for discnssion, and I avoid all dispnte, 
because were I a thousand times right I ehonld always be 
beaten. Had I not replied to yon, I should have feared 
to be wanting in the affability doe towards one's fellow- 
creatares; yet I should be very sorry for having written, 
were you to regard my letter as an attack upon your 
charaoter and religions convictions. For instance, yon believe 
that I deny your having any Tieart, whereas I have never 
bought of saying anything <A the kind. I have not any 
right to doubt your heart, particularly after the stro^les 
you have gone throngh. That is the way with discussions ; 
importance is attached to words, and each word calls for 
a commentary. It is my belief that in denying God and 
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divine lore, which is one of the aspects of divinitj, 70a bring 
a cold critical spirit to the iavesttgatioD of those loftj traths. 
I do not aaj so in order that yoa should be sparing oE 
affection and charity in year interconrse with mankind. 
Tonr heart foUowa one path and joar mind another, whereas 
the two aaited would not be too much for seeking bfae irae 
Ood, whom I do not attempt to explain, and mjr conceptioa 
of whom is not at all each as is attributed to me by yon. 
Ton fill four pages in preaching a good deal to one who had 
no need of it to be induced to reject the idolatrous worship 
of yoar Jewish Jehovah and of our good Ood (bon Diev) of 
Catholicism. Bat I believe in Ood, and in a God that is 
good {Dieu bon), and alt Germany and France combined 
conld not remove Him from my heart. 

I should be greatly grieved if yoa were to consider our 
hearts and our doors systematically closed against all that 
fights in Germany against the common enemy. But if yonr 
party are all like you ; if in your Spinozist ardour you sum- 
mon as before your tribanal, and ask an account of our work, 
without leaving us the liberty to conceive it according to our 
strength and aptitude, pronouncing us to be stupid, hypo- 
critical, and infamous, in not walking along the same paths as 
you, you are more despotic, more intolerant, and more in- 
quisitorial than Moses and Dominic. Write your hooks and 
destroy false Christianity as you think proper. Who is re< 
fused the choice of means ? But do not persecute individuals, 
do not provoke quiet people and friends of prudent language ; 
that would be altogether contrary to French taste, with which 
you would do well to temper yourself a little, if you wish 
people in France to profit by your talent^ your studies, and 
your zeal. 
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I have written these two letters with good intent, bo as 
not to bIiow a vant of deference and politeness^ bat not to 
contend at close qnarters with yonr philosophj. If I were a 
warrior, I shoald not go to war for the pleasare of striking at 
random and to gratify a bellicose caprice. The war of ideas 
reqoirea even greater calmness, and, as I belisra, sentiments 
of religions hnmilit; and charity whioh you supremely despise. 
We will therefore, if yon please, dispute no more. 

We are not equally armed. I heed neither compliments 
nor insults, and I decline to admit the competence of anybody 
who, except when carried to excess by enthusiasm, undertakes 
to demonstrate to me by raillery and disdain that he is in 
possession of the sole truth. At any rate, your confidence in 
yourself will be quickly modified here, and I do not allow 
myself any feeling of anxiety as to your futare. Yon have 
too mach intelligence not to recognise that it is necessary to 
affirm with more benevolence and sympathy, however bold 
and courageous the affirmation may bo. 

I have the hoaonr to be your servant, 

G. 



To M, Charles Poncy, Toulon, 

NoHANT, I2fft 8t)pimAtr, 1841. 

It was always my desire that a poet shoald write under 
such a title as follows, iSon^a of all Tradea, a selection of 
popular songs, at once jolly, simple, serioas, and grand; above 
all, simple, easy to sing, and whose rhythm could readily be 
adapted to well-known popular melodies or to new ones easily 
composed. Or else, and in default of music, the songs should 
be written so fluently and so simply, that those scarcely able 
TOU 1, 8 i 
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to read could understand and learn them. To poeticise, to 
ennoble every kind o£ labour, at the same time to pity the 
excess and wrong social direction of such labour, snch as it is 
nnderstood nowadays, irould be a grand, useful, and lasting 
nndertaking. It would teach the rich bow to respect the 
working classes, the poor workman how to respect himsell 

There are some handicrafts more or less noble in appear- 
anoe, more or leas toilsome in reality. Every one o£ these 
wonld require from the poet searching scrutiny, serious com- 
ments, a special treatment at once poetical and philosophical; 
and, with unity of form, there wonld in such a subject be 
infinite variety. I have dreamed about it for the last ten 
years. Had B^ranger made np his mind to do so, be could 
have written those songs with a masterly hand. It is a 
subject which I pointed oat to several yonng poets, but they 
were all afraid to undertake it, because they lacked the 
requisite inspiration and sympathy. 

A proletarian poet should possess them. Foncy himself 
has grandeur and enthusiasm. But, in order to bend his 
rather too select and triXliant talent to the austere simplicity 
indispensable for that kind of poetry, ho will have to study 
much, to give np many glittering effects and many coqaettish 
expressions of which he is too fond. Will he be equal to such 
a great reformation T Tet without sach, the work I speak 
of wonld be devoid of valne, of attraction for the vulgar, 
and, ought I to say so f of novelty in the eyes of connomsurt; 
for the question would be as the doing of something as yet 
unattempted by anybody. That Poncy has already done in 
hia own way {and admirably too), when depicting himself at 

pectrade of mason; but it should be done somewhat more 

your k in fact altogether so. 
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Simplicity ia the most di£Scalt tbiog to secare in this world ; 
it 19 the last limit of ezperieaco and the last effort of genios. 
Ia not Poncy still too young to give those firm and clear 
toQohea which appear so easy that everybody saya, " I could 
have done as much," and which, nererthelesB, nohody but a 
great artist can display ? The postilion, the smith, the washer- 
woman, the mason, the hawker, the carver, the plumber, the 
street singer, the embroideress, the fioriat, the gardener, the 
sexton, the village fiddler, the carpenter, etc., etc., etc., what 
an inexhaustible crowd of varied types, all of which the poet 
could adorn or condole with I 

It would be necessary to promote love for all these, even 
for such as might appear repulsive when first seen, and to 
inspire a tender pity for those who coold not be admired as 
conr^eons and osefnl beinga. I myself would snm np the 
whole thing in a last song, entitled, Tht Song of Miaery, 
which would commence aimply thus : 

I am Dame Poverty. . • . 
(Js aiiia Dame Misire.) 

It would be necessary, in most of these songs, to renounce 
the Alexandrine metre, and to choose a short and catching 
rhythm. 

Such, my dear boy, are the ideas which I put oo paper 
some time ago, when ill and fatigued. I am still more so 
to-day, and cannot complete my explanation or make it clearer. 
ToH will make up for it by yonr quick intelligence ; or else 
my idea will appear to you puerile, and, in that case, do not 
heed it, for it may bo that such idea does not at all agree with 
your way of thinking and working. 

There was a time when my idea as to the Song of all 
2 A 2 
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Tradea was so clear and ao lively, that, if I had been able to 
write poetry, I should havo girea expression to it under the fire 
of inspiration. Since then, I hare often explained it offhand, 
and made it clear to parsons who did not know how or did not 
wish to make nse of it. Now it ia very indistinct, partioolarly 
in presence of the fear of indicating to yon a way which 
would not be yonr own and would lead yon astray. And 
besides, I am leas and less able to express myself in letters. 
I have so much work besides that I cannot write to my friends, 
except when illness prerents me from writing on my own 
accoant. I thna always write to thetn very obscurely and with 
great lack of spirit. 

Give D^sir^e a thousand tender blessings from m^ and 
from my Solange also, for faeraelf and for her Solange. My 
son is at Paris, 

Tour poems on truth and reality seem to me very fine, 
Tery touching, and very well written, with one or two excep- 
tions. The idea is well sustained, excepting in two or three 
strophes, where it is somewhat feeble and vague. Bat it 
becomes better again fnrther on, and the end is very fine. 
Conrage I 

To M. XXX. . ., Curi of XXX. . . . 

HoUKT, \W^ November, 1814 
Retbbekd Sib, 

In apite of all the eloquence and cleTemesa of your 
circular, in spite of all the flattering expressions contained in 
the letter with which yon honour me, I will answer you 
frankly, as it is possible to answer a man of quick intelli- 
gence. 

I should not refuse to assist in a work of charity, erea 
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UiOQ^h it were pointed ont to me bj the clergy. I may have 
esteem and personal affeotioD for some of its members, and I 
do not carry on a systematic war against the body to which 
you belong. Bat all that tends to the revival of the Catholic 
religion will find in me a very peaceable adversary, it is true 
(by reason of the little vigonr of my character and of the little 
weight attaching to my opinion), bat aaahakeable in personal 
ooDdoct. Since the spirit of liberty has been stifled in the 
Cbnrch, since there is no longer in Cathohc doctrine either 
disonssions, councils, progress, or light, I regard that doctrine 
aa a dead letter placed as a political check ander thrones and 
above peoples. It is in my eyes a dark veil over the word of 
Christ — a false .interpretatioa of the sublime gospels, and an 
inaormonntable obstacle to the sacred eqnaUty which God 
promises, which God will grant to men on earth as in 
heaven. 

I will say no more. I am not so proud as to wish to 
engage in a controversy with yoo, and for that very reason 
I shall have little fear of embarrassing or disturbing yoor 
faith. I must inform you of the motive for my refusal, and 
I wish that it may not be impnted by you to any other 
sentiment than my conviction. On the day when yon preach 
purely and simply the gospel of Saint John and the doctrine 
of Saint John Chrysoetom, without false commentary and 
without concession to the powers of this world, I will come 
and hear your sermons, reverend sir, and will bring my 
offering to your charch; bat I do not wish for it on yonr 
account. On that day you will be interdicted by your bishop 
and the doors of yonr diapeJ will be shut. 

Accept^ reverend sir, my fall apology for the frankness 
which you have provoked, and the partionlar expression of 
my high oonsideratioD. GtOBOi Sand. 

Diflitizec by Google 



358 Letters of George Sand. 

To M. Lows Bi^NC, Paris. 

NOHun', NovsMber, 1844. 

Mt Diut MoifaiziiB Bl&kc, 

Mj lively and profound sympatliies for the work of 
the Beforme,* and for thoee who hare giveo it a direction 
at once sooi^ and political, do not date from to-day only. I 
have, perhapa, lacked the art to express and the leUure to 
prove that J hot certainly neither good intention nor devotion. 

The very flattering letter which yon have been good 
enough to write me contains two points. Yon appeal to my 
literary oollahoratiou ; in point of will that is assnred to the 
B^/orme as far as the real and inevitable necessities of my 
life will permit me to devote my time to it. There is ^so a 
more preeaing appeal to my confidence and my zeal. I reply 
frankly : I esteem yon too much to be polite only ; I have 
oonviction enoi^h to risk eeeing the breaking of a bond which 
my heart would, nevertheless, still be moat happy to preserve. 

I need not tell you that the pohtical probity and the 
personal generosity of yon all are demonstrated to me as 
clearly as the same feeliugs in my own conscience I need 
not add that I recognise yonr talents, and wish that I possessed 
them for my own satisfaction and in order to express my 
behefs. Tet, in spite of all this, I am not yet quite sore that 
my collaboration, even purely literary, would meet yonr 
requirements, withoat previous investigation by yon. Wait, 
therefore, a little before inducing me to promise it ; for I am 
only too ready to bind myself. 

* Th« name of a newspaper edited b7 LoniB BUno. 
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The ^elairsur * ia now pnblisIiiD^ a series of poor reflec- 
tionSjf which oocarred to me some time ago, after a conrer- 
sation with a politician, M. Gamier-Pag^ a man who appeared 
to me excellent, and from whom I could not part without) 
heartily shaking hands, althoagh oar riewa were entirely 
different. I intended that those reflections should grow 
monldy with many more at the bottom of my desk. My 
friends of the J^claireur, whom I told that M. Gamier-I^da 
had thoronghly demolished my arguments, but that I had 
drafted a reply to his argaments after he had left, desired to 
read and pnbliah my reply, which is addressed to them 
as well as to him. I only altered a few words in it. 
That production possesses hardly any merit, and I do not 
advise you to read it ; bat iC you wish to acquaint yourself 
with the state of my mind, you must nevertheless be patient 
enough to peruse article number three. The latter is the full 
expression of my mental capabilities, and I fear that you will 
find my political education rery incomplete, and my religious 
curiosity rather indiscreet. It would not displease me to be 
better indoctrinated. I am not obstinate for the sole sake 
of being so, and, if you will tell me what is behind the words 
Socialism, philoaophy, and Teligion, which the Beforme often 
employs, I will frankly tell yon whether it thoroughly or bat 
partially enlists my sympathies. 

I do not ask you for a dogma or for a treatise on meta- 
physics. I might, perhaps, nnde^rstand it no better than my 
mother, a daaghter of the people, understood the compli- 



* The name of a periodical to which G. Sand contributed, 
t Articles on politics and Sooialiam {article* tar la, Politique el 
le Bocidlitma). 
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mentary political speech which she delivered to Bailly * and 
Lafayette at the Hdtel de 7il1e, when presenting them with 
crowna on behalf of her district ; f bnt I will pat two or 
three very silly qnestions to yon, and, if yon do not langh too 
mnch at them, yoa may rely upon what little I can do. I am 
too old to be carried away solely by the splendour of genius, 
conrage, and fame ; but I am still a woman in mind, that is 
to say, I mast hare faith in order to hare conrage. 

I think your appeal for petitions is excellent^ and I will 
promote it here with all my heart, by ni^ng on my lazy 
friends. If I can do anythiag else let me know. 

Do not tell those gentlemen how absurd I am in my reply : 
thank them for me, and tell them how anxious I am to 
do what they ask of me. I am impatiently waiting for the 
last Tolnme of yonr histoTy,^ which yonr forgetful brother 
had promised to send. I am reading an admirable fr^^ent 
in the Eclaireur. The young man whose pranks you ably 
relate, Louis Napoleon Bonaparte, has sent me a pamphlet 
of his own, which completes yonr portrait of him. Nobody 
can depict like yoa. You must give as a history of the 
Empire or, what I should prefer, a history of the Bevolution. 
The latter has never yet been written, any more than that of 
Jesus Christ. 

I shall be in Paris a fortnight hence, when I shall expect 
you to talk to me abont the Reforms and politics. 

Tours cordially. 

* Mbjot of Pan's in 1789, beheaded during the Beign of Terror. 
t At the time of the breaking oat of the Bevolubioa the diviuonB of 
Paris were called dbtncts. 
t nUtoin de Dix A-m. 
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Jo Princr Louis Napoleon Bonaparte, The Fortress, 
Ham. 

Puis, Deeemler, 1844. 
PsiNOI, 

I must thank you for the flattering recollection that 
yon have preserved of me, aa shown by yonr forwarding 
to me yonr remarkable work on the extinction of panperism.* 
It ia with all my heart that I here express to yon the serioas 
interest with which I have etadied yonr project. I am not 
clever enough to appreciate the feasibility of its realisation, 
and, besides, it involves points of controversy which, I 
am sare, if necessary yon woald readily relinqniah. In all 
that relates to the application of theories, we mnst really 
take a part in the work in order to know whether we are 
deceived, and it is the part of a noble intellect to perfect its 
plans whilst carrying them into execution. 

But that execution, in whose hands. Prince, will the futnre 
place it f As regards ourselves, democratic sonls, we should 
have preferred being conquered by you rather than by any- 
body else ; but we should, none the less, have been conquered 
. . . others might say saved I I do not know whether year 
defeat has Becnred you flatterers, all I know is, that it 
ought to bring you friends. Believe me, Prince, generous souls 
require more courage to tell yon the truth now than they 
would have required to do so had you triumphed. It is oar 
coBtom to brave the mighty, and that does not cost us so 
much, whatever the danger it may involve. 

But in the presence of a captive warrior and a disarmed 
htaty, we are not brave. You ought, therefore, to feel indebted 

* IiBtclvmiion du Pawperiime. 
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to na for refusingf to yield to the aednctions to which yonr 
{^tamcter, yoar iatelligenoe, and jonr sitoation expose as, for 
daring to tell yon that we shall nerer acknowledge any 
soTereignty but that of the people. That sovereignty appears 
to ns to be incompatible with the mle of one man ; no miracle, 
no pereonification of popular genins in a man will ever prove 
to OS the right of one man. Bat you now know that, perhaps 
yoa were already aware of it when you were coming over 
to oar side. 

What you doubtless did not know is, that men are 
diffident, and that the purity of your intentions would have 
been fatally misunderstood. Tou conld not have sat in 
our midst without having to fight with us and overcome 
us. Such is the drift of the providential laws which urge 
on France to her destiny that you, one of the elite IJiomme 
cPelite), were not appointed to deliver ua from the hand of 
a man, a vulgar man, to say no worse. 

Alas I that thot^ht must grieve yon as much as it does n^ 
to conceive and to ezprosa it ; for you deserve to have been 
bom in times when yonr rare qualities might have ensured 
oar happiness and your own glory. 

But there exists another glory besides that achieved by 
the sword, another power besides that of command. Tou 
feel it now that misfortune has restored to you all yonr 
natural grandeur, and that you aspire, so people say, to be bat 
a French citizen. 

That part is a sufficiently lofty one for him who is capable 

of understanding it. Your preoccupations and writings prove 

Pari^t we should have in you a great citizen if the resentment 

t -B'udered by the struggle could vanish, and if liberty some 

're to come and heal the umbrageous diffidence of 
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man. Yon percoire how fierce and implacable still are the 
laws of war; yoo who ooan^eoiuly confronted them, and 
now sabmit to them more conrageooaly stilL They appear 
to na more odious than ever when we see a man like yonrself 
the Tiotim of them. The terrible and magnificent name that 
you bear woold therefore not hare sedaced ns. We hare 
at once diminished and grown since the days of sablime 
intoxication which Se gave ns: his iUnstrioas r^gn is no 
longer of this worldj and the heir to his name oocnpiea 
himself With the fate of the proletariat I 

Yea, that is exactly where yonr gruidenr lies, there is the 
element of yonr aotiTe sonL It is a wholesome food, and 
will not corrupt the freBbness and jnstness of yoor thonghts, 
as might hare been the case, perhaps, in spite of yonrself, 
with the exercise of power. There should be the link between 
yon and the Bepablican hearts which France cooAts by 
millions. 

As tor myself, I am nnacqnainted with enspicion, and 
if it depended upon me, having read yonr works I should 
tmst in yonr promises, open the prison doors to set yon free, 
and my hand to grasp your own. 

Bnt, alas I do not delude yonrselfl Those aroond me, 
who dream <A better days, are all anxioos and gloomy. 
Yon will only vanqoish them by thought, rirtne, democratio 
sentiment, and the doctrine of equality. Yonr leisure time 
is sad, bat yon know how to spend it to advantage. 

Do, therefore, noble captive, speak again to as of liberty. 
Like yon, the people are in fetters. The Ifapoleon of to-day 
personifies the grief of the people as the o^ter personified 
their glory. 
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To M. Maruani, Senator, Madrid. 

PABn, ifoy, 18U. 
Dub MiKoxL, 

Thoogli tmniilated into French and read by the fire- 
side, your speech is still rery fine and trotj excellent. I do 
not, therefore^ wonder at the effect irliich it prodaced on 
tiie Senate. Fosaessed of sach great presence of mind, of 
SQoh great knowledge of facts, of sach great memory and 
skill, yoQ moat provide yonr Btatesmen in Spain with » 
good fond of information, and t^ey are sensible of it. 
Besides, there is in yon great power, which yon develop 
more and more. It is a fand of principles and convictions 
logically accepted, apon which rests that talent of the 
moment which^ at the end of your speech, yon characterise 
by the word opportunittf. 

Most men are possessed of either one or the other; 
yon possess both, that is a great addition to yonr strength. 
Ton feel keenly in the depths of yonr sonl tiiat poUtical 
ideal which is not pure poetry, whatever people may say, 
since it is simply an anticipatory view of what will be, by 
means of the warm and lacid sentiment of what ought to 
be. Yon are penetrated by that ideal and that poetry when 
yon make a perfect distinction between the policy and 
diplomacy which are snitable to nations, and the p<^(7 and 
diplomacy practised by dynastio kings. 

I for a long time awaited the manifestation in the 
parliamentary world of this so very true idea, which, never- 
theless, had never before been hatched in any Eoropean 
legislature. Had X been instmcted to write in oar Bmue 
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an artide oa Spsia and the impertinent attack of M. Naroiase 
Salrandy, I shonld not bare expressed myself otherwise than 
yon did, and perhaps might have nsed exactly the same 
terms, althongh no prerioas naderstanding existsd between 
ns. Toa have been ooar^eona and trnly confined yonrself 
to the great social policy when nttering snch things in a 
national assembly. Had France been less bent, less painfoUy 
stmggling beneath her momentary troubles, the whole Liberal 
press would have held np yonr speech as a modeL Bnt it will 
take it np again later on, I feel assured, and, in oar national 
assemblies, a few years hence, yonr work will be quoted, as 
those of Yattel and Martens were by yon. Ton also spoke 
abont the revolution of '89 with much truth and great 
courage ; continne, therefore, and believe that the future 
belongs to France and Spain, to France and Spain the one 
hy the other, the one for the other, and hoth for the whole 
world. 

Ton reproach me with hating England d la Frangaise. 
No, it is not from the French standpoint that I hate her ; for 
I believe in her future and have trust in her people. 

I see Chartism breaking oat in England ; that is a phase 
similar to our own, and I doubt not that that country is the 
arm, as we, Spaniards and Frenchmen, shall be the head and 
heart of the world of which I dream and which I await. 

Bnt ascribe to my hatred for England what you mention 
respecting " the policy of personal interest with the European 
Cabinets ; " I hate her present action over the world ; I think 
it unjust, iniquitous, demoralising, perfidious, and brutal; but 
am I not aware that the victims of her dreadful system are in 
a majority, as are the victims of the middle-party (juste milieu) 
with usT 
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I do not kate the English nation; bat I hate English 
society. In like manner I did not hate Spain while passing 
through its territoTy, hot I onraed the inflaence of Christine 
and Don Carlos, which momentarily lessened and lowered the 
Spanish character. Now Spain has a great destiny before 
her. 'Will she enter npon it with a leap F will she still have 
the weakness and deliriam of the sick T What does it matter? 
none of her good deeds of to-day will be lost, and yon have 
no canse to despair. Promote fraternity, pray that the Regent 
may display an arm of iron towards conspirators. The insnlts 
of the French Cabinet are not so harmful. They will induce 
the Dake of Yictory* to feel that his missioo is a great 
stm^te, and that safety lies in his own pride as also in his 
perseverance. 

"When writing to yoa a short time ago, I did not pretend that 
he shoold, for the present and all at once, npset the phantom 
of royalty. I expressed myself badly if yoa understood me 
to say so ; bnt I meant, I still maintain that, if Provideoce 
preserves his life, strength, and popolarity, that is bis mission. 
He will be driven to it some day, if he shoold remain himself, 
and if the storm do^ not sweep off his work of to-day before it 
has taken root. Let ns hope I I myself still have hope for 
France, just now so ill and so lowered I It would be doabting 
of God Himself were I to donbt of onr ever waking up and 
being healed. 

Good night, dear friend. Proceed with your labours and 
apeak often. Till and sow, sow and conaacrate {aemex et 
eonaacr&s), as says Fanst. I do not tell you anything of my 

*Eapartero. 



5c by Google 



Letters of George Sand. 367 

friendship for yon ; yoa know all about it. My Charlotte * 
and yoarselt are bat one for me, and a great part of my life 
13 in your vmniy, as Lerotix miglit say. 

Tours, 

GxoBGi Sand. 

To Joseph Mazzini, London. 

NouHT, 22n(I Uq!^, 1847. 
Fkomd and B&othxb, 

I received but a fortnight ago the number of the 

Teople'a Journal which contains two articles relating to me. 

Please to thank Miss Jewsbory, the writer of the first article, 

for her kindness to me> and allow mo to tell you that your 

article has aroused in me a feeling of delight. That is indeed 

because it proceeds from yoar heart. 

Other eminent men hare deigned to praise or defend me. 
Unlike yours, their voices did not proceed from the heart, for, 
generally speaking, men of intellect have but little heart, and 
I feel no relationship with them. My gratitude for them was, 
therefore, but a form of necessary politeness; whereas, yon 
I do not thank. I feel that you say what you think of me 
because you understand the sufferings of my sonl, its require- 
ments, its aspirations, and the sincerity of my will. No, 
friend, I do not thank you for a favourahle article, as the 
saying is ; but I thank yon for loving me and calling me yonr 
sister and friend. There is a providential fatality and, as it 
were, an instinct of secret divination in hearts. 

Ten years ago I was in Switzerland ; you were concealed 
there, and mere chance caused me to discover your retreat. 

* The christian name of Senator Ifarliani'B wife. 
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One morning I had almost started to saU on yon. I was still 
in the stormy period of life. I retraced my steps, saying to 
myself that yoa, with your own harden, had enoagh to carry, 
and that yon did not want the acquaintance of a sonl agitated 
as mine was then. I fnlly expected that we should meet 
some day, proTided I could resist the temptation of saicide 
which was hauatiog me as I gazed npon those gladera, 
Manfred's dizziness is so thoroughly hnntaa I But there are 
still, in life, rewards attached to the fulfilment of our duties, 
compensations for the hardest sacrifices, since your fnendship 
crowns my old age and consoles me for the past. 

Come then to France, come to see me in my black rallej, 
which is so stupid, yet so good. There I am myself mach more 
than at Paris, where I am always ill, phjrsically and morally. 
We have many things to tell each other; as for me, I hare one 
to ask yon. There are counsels which I need, but which, for a 
long time, I have not dared to asfe from anybody ; there are 
solutions which I have left in reserve, in order to seek for 
them in yon. Last winter, you said yon wonld come ; are you 
nnable, or do yon no longer wish to do so T 

But for some important domestic events, which even 
deprived me of my honrs of sleep, I should have writteo to 
yon. I hare just married my danghter, and that satisfactorily 
too, I beliere, to an artist of powerful inspiration and will. 
My sole ambition for the dear creature 'twas that she should 
love and be loved ; my wish is fulfilled. The future is in the 
hands of God, but I trust in the duration of that love and 
union. 

I respect and love you. 

Tour Bister, 

GxoBOi Sahd. 
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To M. Th&ophile Thor&, Paris. 

NoautT, /«n«, 1M7. 

I abonld have the greatest deure, sir, to be nsefal to 
tlie person whom ;oa recommend to me, and his being the 
Dephew of Saint-Just does not oonstitate a mean title in my 
eyee. Bat what that person asks for is nearly impossible. 

Ask yourself. M. Flaabart * desires me to promise bim 
and to allow him to announce a preface from my pen, for the 
first edition of a book whioh is still bnt projected, whose first 
page is not even written, and whose plan he is aabmitting to 
me. The plan appears to me to be good and nsefal j bat 
that is not sufficient to induce me to engage myself. Nobody 
can endorse the spirit of a book before having attentively 
read it. 

Besidea, I hare written three or foor prefaces in my life, 
and I believe that I oonld uot write a fifth. ' That is a kind of 
work for whioh I am not suited, and which gives me more 
trouble than three novels. In fine, and that is the moat irre- 
futable argument, a preface, by no matter whom, never did 
any good to anybody. If the book be good, what is the nae of 
a preface ? If the former be bad, the latter injores it all the 
more. 

Accept, sir, the assurance of my affectionate regard. 

GioBoi Sans. 

* Gustave FUabert 
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To Joseph Mazzini, London. 

NoHAm, 281& JWIy, 1U7. 
FbOHD AMD BbOTHXB, 

Will tliia year, 1847, the most troubled and painfal 
perhaps of all my life, ia many respects, bricg me at least the 
consolation of seeing and knowing yon T I dare not belieTe 
it, having been so mnch hannted by bad lack; yet, yon 
promise it, and we are nearing the appointed time. In a few 
days we shall have a railroad from Paris to Ch&teaarooz, 
which latter place is only nine leagues distant from my 
residence. You will thas not reqnire me to give yon a little 
itinerary in order to avoid the delays and drawbacks of a 
journey, one of the thousand little plagues of oar poor France, 
which otherwise is afBicted with such big ones. Tea will 
come from Paris to Ch&teauroux in six or seven hoara; and, 
from Ch&teaaronx to Nohant, the coach takes three honrs 
along the highway. 

How kind your letter is, and how fond and sincere your 
heart I I am certain that yon will do me much good and will 
cheer np my courage, which faaa lately been subjected to 
many attacks, concerning private matters. And yet, what 
are private matters I I sbonld say that, especially of late 
years, I experience great difficulty in preserving, I will not 
say my belief — a faith conquered at the expense of what it 
cost us cannot be lost — but my serenity of mind. Bat the 
latter ia precisely a duty imposed upon souls which believe. 
It is like a testimony that they owe to their religion. Yet. 
we cannot reduce onrselves to pure abstractions, and the confi- 
dent expectation of a better life, the love of an immortal ideal 
does not destroy in us the sentiment and grief of present life. 
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That life, in the times we live in, ia dreRdfol. Corruption and 
impndence are oq one side ; foil; and weakness on the other. 
All seals are sick, all brains are dbtnrbed, and the sonndest 
are still the most unfortunate, for the; see, they understand, 
and suffer. 

We must, however, traverse all this in order to reach God, 
and ever; man mast undergo in detail what is undergone by 
the whole of mankind. Yoa, who have been tried by all 
sorts of martyrdoms, come take me by the hand. Although 
yoa might only tell me what I know, methinke I should be 
fortified and sanctified by that antique formula which conse- 
crates friendship between men. 

I received on© of your pamphlets, but not the letter 
addressed to Carlo-AIberlo, unless yoa sent it afterwards, and 
it be in Paris. The translations also reached me. Please give 
my thanks to the author. 

The word trains is local and not current French. A traine 
is a narrow and well-shaded path through a wood. It is as we 
might say a sentxer. But our Berry dialect, which is in fact 
old French, makes a distinction between a 'path which only 
affords room for a foot passenger and one where a cart can 
pass. The first is called traque or traquette, the second traine. 
The word sounds pretty in French, and is understood or 
guessed even in Paris, where the people speak the most ugly 
and moat incorrect language in France, because that language 
is merely faocifnl, made up by chance and rapid successive 
creations, whereas the provinces preserve the tradition of the 
original tongue and create but few new words. I feel much 
respect and affection for the languageof the peasantry ; in my 
estimation it is the more correct. 
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To M. Charles Poncy, Toulon. 

NouiiT, \Uh, Deeemher, 1817. 
I am much in arrears with yon, mj dear hoy, and I do 
not know to whicli o£ yonr letters I ehoiild first reply. Ton 
excuse my silence, I qaite perceive, since yoa atill write to me, 
and yonr tender affection seems to increase with it and 
with my despondency. Ton and D^sirSe, whose sonis 
are delicate hecause they are ardent, have nnderstood that 
I was passing through the gravest and most grievona phase 
in my life. I nearly snccnmbed, although I had long foreseen 
it. But yon know that a sinister prevision, however evident 
it may be, does not always bear heavily npon us. There are 
days, weeks, even whole months, when we are under illusiona, 
and when we flatter ourselves that we can ward off the blow 
that threatens us. Thus the most likely misfortunee always 
take ns unarmed and unawares. To this manifestation of 
the unfortunate germs which were silently growing, were 
added divers very bitter and quite unexpected accessory cir- 
cumstances. Indeed, my soul and body have both been 
grievously afDicted. I believe my grief to be incurable ; for 
the more I succeed in distracting myself at certain times, the 
more it returns to me dark and poignant in the hours that 
follow. Nevertheless, I fight against it unremittingly, and if 
I do not hope for a victory that would consist in banishing 
it entirely, at least I obtain that which consists in supporting 
life, in being scarcely any longer ill, in recovering the taste 
for work and in not appearing troubled. I have recovered 
calmness and outward gaiety, so necessary for the sake of 
others, and all seems to go well with me. 
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Kaarice has recovered his confideace and calmaeas, and is 
engaged with Borie oa an atiraxlivi laork. Boria transcribes 
Rabelais' style literally in modern spelling, thus rendering it 
less difficult to read. Besides, be purges it of all obscenity, 
of all coarseness, and of a certain prolixity wKich renders it 
unreadable or wearisome. These blemishes removed, four- 
fifths of the work remain intact, irreproachable and admirable ; 
for it ia one of the finest monuments of human intelligence, 
and Babelais, much more so than Montaigne, was the great 
emancipator of French intellect at the time of tbe Renaissance. 
I do not remember whether you have read him. If not, wait 
for our expurgated edition, for I believe that the dirtiness of 
the pure text woald cause the book to fall from your hands. 
Those dirty expressions were the jokes of his time, but ours, 
thank God, no longer tolerates snch beastliness. The result 
ia that a work of lofty philosophy, lofty poetry, lofty reason, 
and of great truth has become the amusement of certain 
learned or debauched men, who admire it for its talent, or 
enjoy it for its cynicism, the greater number without under- 
standing its purport, its serious instruction, and infinite beauty. 
Twenty years ago I thought, when winking at his obscenities 
whilst reading him nnceasingly, that I would expurgate Rabe- 
lais, always feeling tempted to address him tbns : " O divine 
master, what a beast you are ! " Maurice in thought performed 
the same work. Thoroughly conversaat with that old style of 
language to which our Berrichon idiom gives us the key more 
than to any learned commentators, he thoroughly relished Rabe- 
lais, and had made (and I believe yon have seen it) a series 
of illustrations, drawn in a barbarous style in Ms youth, but 
full of fire, originality, and invention, and at least perfectly 
chaste, like tbe sentiment which caused him to adore the 
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grave, aitistio, and profoand side of his aathor. Time ou\j 
was wanting to me to realise my desire. Borie foaad tbat bis 
time was free for several months, and I liave persnaded him 
to carrjT ont the work. Ho gets on wonderfully ; I reTise, 
and the expntgation is made with extreme care, so as to remove 
all that is ugly and to preserve all that is comely. Maorice, 
who now draws very well, resumes his yonthfal compositions, 
invents new ones, and is making fifty designs on wood, which 
will he engraved and inserted in the text. It will form an 
edition de luxe, and, as sach publications are very costly, we 
shall probably not get much profit on,t of it. But it will 
serve to show up the artist and the expnrgator. Besides, we 
shall, I believe, have rendered a great service to truth and art, 
is placing in the hands of virtuous women and pnre-minded 
people a masterpiece which, with good reason, has been 
hitherto forbidden them. I will attach my name as a third 
party to this pubhcation, to aid the success of my yonng 
people, and I will provide the work with a preliminary essay. 
Let ns keep it secret, for it ia still one until the day when 
advertised, for we may be forestalled in this sort of thing by 
clever people who spoil everything.* The winter, as regards 
Maarice and Borie, will tbos be well occupied here with me. 
As regards my dear Augustine, she has won the heart of an 
honest young fellow, who is quite worthy of her, and is poa- 
seesed of some means. The latter, combined with a little assist- 
ance from me, will give her an independency, and, as r^arda 
the essential qualities of intelligence and character, she could 
not have met with better. She will not be able to marry for 
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three montha yet. She will thea go to live in Limonein with 
her husband, and will come to epend her holidays with me. 
We shall miaa each other daring three parts of the year; bnt, 
any way, I hope that she will be happy, and that I shall be able 
to die free from anxieby on her accoaat. 

I myself have undertaken a rather heavy work, entitled 
Bistoirede ma Vie. It is a series of reminiscences, professions 
of faith, and meditations in a form whose details will show a 
. little poetry and mnch simplicity. I shall not, however, reveal 
all my life. I do not admire the pride and cynicism of con- 
fessioDS, and I do not see that we onght to disclose all- the 
mysteries of our hearts to men more wicked than ourselves, 
and consequently disposed to find in them a bad lesson instead 
of a good one. Besides, our lives are a part of all that sur< 
rounds ns, and we can never justify ourselves in anything 
without being forced to accuse eomebody, sometimes our best 
friend. But I do not wish to accuse or to grieve anybody. 
That would be odious to me and would hurt me more than 
my victims, I thus believe that I shall make a useful book, free 
from danger and scandal, from vanity as from baseness, and 
I am finding pleasure in writing it. Besides, it will be a rather 
good thing, which will pnt me on my legs i^^, and remove 
a part of my anxiety as to the future of Solange, which is by 
no means assured. 

You have sent me a charming epistle in verse, for which I 
have not thanked you. You must preserve it ; for, with the 
suppression of a few lines whioh only apply to me, the effusion 
might be placed in a fntare collection of your writings. Did 
I not toll yon long ago that I considered your gratahopp«r 
(eigale) and your Ant (/ouitnt) delightful in their way? With 
regard to this, and without wishing my contradiction to affect 
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your own views in the least, I wish to tell yon that yoa ar» 
wrong OS to the sense of La Fontaine's fables. His thought 
waa exactly yours, and your commentary in rhymed fable 
deTolopa without changing it. Where, my boy, did jo-a. get 
the idea, that he oommenda the greedy ant T No, no, in none 
of his adorable fables does he preach egoism. His moral is 
beautiful like his style, pure like his heart, and I wish that 
poor Lachambandie had a sentiment of the truth and bamanity 
which inspired him so well. 

The ant ia not a lender. 
That ia the leoat of its Eanlts, 

(La fonrmi n'eet paa prUaoM, 
C'flst 1^ son moindre dffatit,) 

says quite as much as ; 

The ant that ia deroat and lorea not aotora. 

(La fonrnii qn'eat d^rote et n'aim pw lea acteara.) 

This way of twitting the poor singer is a kind of two- 
edged raillery, and it is really the keen edge of the blade that 
strikes egotism. It is Fontaine's way of teaching, and th& 
true form of irony at all times. You will Snd it quite dif- 
ferently employed by Babelais. He pretends to admire and 
extol all that he blames and despises, and, if die reader is 
deceived, it is his own fault ; he mistakes the joke and is 
deficient in intelligence. From all time, and above all in times 
when trath has had need of a veil in order to spread itself, 
irony has prooeeded iu that way. It is for us to explain to 
our children how tbey are to understand the moral hidden 
under these sabtleties. So natnral and instructive is this 
style that you yonrself indulge in it in your parody 1 

In our days we dot the i a little more distinctly. That is 
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no credit to aa, ainoe there is no Baatile for conrageons 
thoaglits ; and do not imaigine tlut art fails to gain greatly in 
liaving its elbows free ; for it is a great art indeed to divine 
thaX irluch cannot be oatspoken. 

I so rarely see Leronz, and for snch a sliort time, that I 
faaTO not ia fact said maoli to liim abont yon ; bat aa to his 
pretended ignorance of yonr having written songs, remember, 
my boy, that yon sang two or three to him here, and that he 
rather wearied yoa with hia theories, good in themselves, bat 
not apphcable in my opinioa in TOnr case. Yon see that he 
is much distracted and that he has qaite foi^tteo that. He 
is an admirable genios in ideal life, but in real life always 
olnmsy. 

Yoa ask me for a sabjeot for a poem. The devil I yoa 
want something now I I have thoaght a good deal bnt fear 
that I have not foaad one to yoar liking. That ia rather 
senooa. However, let ns see. Why not write either ia verse 
or prose, the Hiitory of Toulon f the tme history, warm and 
breathing, of the people of yonr native town. France is ignorant 
of the history of all its component parts. The districts are 
themselves ignorant of their own history. And yet from an 
historical staadpoiat all appears yonng agaia. Hiatory ia in 
fashion to-day. People read nothing elsa I will not say aay 
more. I fear that I may inflnence yonr iadividaal inspiration 
in pointing ont to yoa a form, or plan, or any opinion whatever. 
Bat see if the roagh idea pleases yon. Ton have written the 
Hiatory of a Paving Stone {Sisto^e d'wt Pave). Yonr real 
paving stone ia the people, rongh, solid, drawn from the very 
bowels of the earth, pat to vile nses, crashed ander foot, yet 
destined nevertheless to crash the beads of the hydra. Tonlon 
has witnessed some great deeds. The good and bad actions 
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of its people, its grand inspirationa, its baneful errors, all 
coald be related in ardent language and commented upon 
with the striking precision of poetry, as alternately a teach- 
ing, encoaragement or redress. The people there, moreover, 
possess a characteristic physiognomy, and it rests with yon to 
depict it. Perhaps the aabject will carry yon beyond the 
thoosand lines contemplated. There will not be any harm in 
that, aad even, should yoor verses be at the same time 
very clear and flaent, it will be so much the better. In 
these times men look anzionsly at the past, like a wrestler who 
measures the distance between himself and his opponent 
before springing forward to seize him. Consider this 1 if it 
does not meet your views I will endeavour to find something 
else. 

Good nigbt, my boy. This is a long letter. But now 
the fine weather we are having revives us, and will inspire 
yon better than L It is warm even here, and I believe that 
under yoor beantifnl sky yon will not feel at all amiss. Yon 
are always meeting with aocidente, and that distresses me. 
Were I D^ir6e I should scold yon; for I believe it is 
oar state of distraction that often leads to oasnalties. I am 
waiting for the spring with impatience, in order that I may 
verbally give yon the finest lectores. 

I am not thinking of going to Paris ; bat, in three months' 
time, I must go to Limonsiuj to instal Aagnatine in her new 
home. But, once for all, I will not henceforth stop yoa 
at the moment of yoor departure ; for we are to be blamed 
for alt this delay, I above all, on sooonnt of my excessive 
solicitade. We onght to consider that mishaps are sometimes 
unavoidable in life, and that, even thongh you might not meet 
me here, as it is certain that I must return after very short 
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